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INTRODUCTION 


The Life 

Hull he Shah (d. i7rhS) has long been rightly regarded as the 
greatest master of the mystical Sufi lyric in Panjabi. But 
in spite of his relatively recent date and his huge poetic 
reputation, remarkably few details of his life can be reliably 
established. 

Neither the exact date nor the precise place of his birth is 
known for certain. His lather, Shah Muhammad Darvesh, 
who came from a Sayyid family long established in Uch Gilani- 
van in southwestern Panjab, migrated eastward, eventually 
to settle in the village of Pandoke near the town of Kasur, 
some thirty miles south of Lahore. 1 lie title “Hullhe Shah, 
by which t he poet is commonly known, is the honor i fit lot m 
proper to a Sayyid descendant of the prophet Muhammad. 
His usual poetic signature, “Bullha,” is the familiar form of 
his given name, Abdullah. 1 hese English spellings letlect 
i he way his name is normally written in Panjabi, where a 
final “h” is not pronounced as such; the alternatives “Bulleh 
Shah” and “Bullah" are designed to reflect the etymology 
of his name. 

Bull he Shah’s formal education took place in Kasur under 
i he guidance of one Hafiz Ghulam Murtaza, a well-know n 
scholar of the day. A popular tradition records that one of 
his fellow students was Varis Shah, the author of the classic 
poetic romance Hir, completed in 1766, which has long been 
t he most popular of all longer Panjabi poems. But the two 
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poets can hardly have been such close contemporaries, and 
this association of the two greatest figures in the Panjabi 
poetic canon is certainly a later fabrication. 

Builhe Shah lived at a time of great social upheaval in 
Panjab, 1 as the central authority of the declining Mughal 
empire came under increasing challenge from armed rebel¬ 
lion by the Sikhs and from local notables establishing their 
own autonomy. Although these unsettled conditions are 
occasionally reflected in Hullhe Shah’s poetry, its main focus 
is upon by far the most important figure in Hullhe Shah’s 
adult life, his spiritual guide, Shah InayaUd. 172K). By origin 
a member of the Arain caste of vegetable gardeners, Shah 
Inayat was a noted Sub master who lived in Lahore, and 
was himself the author of a number of mystical treatises in 
Persian. I he repeated references to Shah Inayat in BuHhe's 
poetry testify to the passionate quality of his devotion to 
his master, and most of the hagingraphic stories associated 
with Bullhe Shah celebrate the fervor of his discipleship. 2 

Bull he Sli ah remained unmarried and left no direct 
descendants. Mis later life was apparently spent in Kasur, 
which is tlu- site of his tomb. This bears a Persian chrono¬ 
gram that gives the year of his death as AM 1171 according 
to the Muslim calendar, equivalent to 1757 or 1758 CE. Since 
AH 1171 runs from September 1757 to September 17SH, the 
later year is somewhat more probable. 


The Context 

Throughout the world, many older works of literature are 
admired as classics but may have become too remote in 
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language and style for modern readers to take them read¬ 
ily to heart. In South Asia, a further profound disjunction 
between tradition and modernity resulted from the absorp¬ 
tion of a whole set of new cultural values during the colo¬ 
nial period. In the continual search for literary works that 
may help give meaning to a culturally fractured present, the 
classics truly loved today therefore often belong to the liter¬ 
ature of the more recent past, more accessible in language 
and sensibility. 

The eighteenth-century poetry of Bullhe Shah, whose 
direct and simple style underpins its very strong appeal 
across formal religious and national boundaries, provides a 
notably clear instance of this broad tendency. Few regions 
of South Asia arc more fractured than Panjab, where acute 
religious conflict resulted in its partition amid widespread 
communal violence in 1947. Almost uniquely in the modern 
world, Panjabi is a biscriptal language, being written from 
right to left in the Persian script in Pakistan and from left 
to right in the Gurmukhi script in India. And yet the Sufi 
lyrics of Bullhe Shah, whether through performances by 
well-known Sikh or Muslim singers or through the popu¬ 
lar selections continually issued by Indian and Pakistani 
publishers in either of the two quite different scripts, 
continue to evoke a magical vision from the past of a time¬ 
less unity, transcending the modern divisions that trouble 
the present. 

In a very broad sense, therefore, the poetry of Bullhe 
Shah lines up in the modern imagination with the living 
and accessible part of later premodern Indian literature 
that is valued for its universal message. This attractive 
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universality, as typically expressed in the denial of true 
reality to any outward differences between Hindu ant! 
Muslim, is seen as more important than any differences in 
the underlying religious and cultural formation of the poet s 
who created this great body of Indian literature. Hut fuller 
understandings depend upon proper attention being given 
to those differences, for while there are significant common¬ 
alities between bhakti and Sufi poetry, they are by no means 
identical in their fundamental presuppositions. 

In the case of Panjabi, these two genres of religious 
poetry are represented by two distinct traditions, 1 which 
have been quite separately preserved and transmitted. On 
the one hand, the hymns of Guru Nunak (d. 1539) and his 
successors were carefully recorded in the Gurmukhi script 
and canonically assembled in the Adi (Jrtuilh or “Primal 
Book,” the great scripture first compiled in 1604 that forms 
the center of Sikh devotion and ritual practice. The Adi 
Granth also famously includes not only the compositions 
of earlier saint-poets in the bhakti tradition of devotion to 
a formless divinity but even the verses associated with the 
early Panjabi Sufi saint Shaikh Farid (d. 1265). On the other 
hand, the lyrics of Bullhe Shah and the other Sufi poets living 
at different times and in different areas of Panjab were never 
systematically preserved by an organized faith community, 
and they were for the most part recorded and assembled 
in printed collections only in the late nineteenth century.' 

Parallels may certainly be drawn between strikingly shared 
features of these two traditions, including their common 
preference for popular poetic styles that draw upon folk¬ 
songs rather than the learned poetry of the courts. 5 But while 
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the hymns of the Sikh Gurus may to a considerable extent 
he legitimately understood in their own terms, the character 
of Panjabi Sufi poetry is hardly to be properly understood 
w ithout wider reference to the larger religious and literary 
i raditions by which it is so intimately informed. This means 
understanding that Sufism in India is no exception to the 
general rule that Sufism is and always has been an integral 
part of Islam. Although so different, in their emphasis on 
the primacy of spiritual understanding, from the orthodox 
scholars with their legalistic constructions, the Sufis, like 
the scholars, found their core inspiration in the message of 
the Qur’an and the example of the prophet Muhammad. (> 

Islam is the defining case of a book religion, and the vari¬ 
ous traditions within it have generated theit own exten¬ 
sive bodies of literature. By the ninth and tenth centuiies, 
Sufis were already well established in Baghdad and other 
cities of the Middle Bast. These early Sufis, like the famous 
martyr Mansur al-Hallaj (d. 922 ), naturally used Arabic as 
t he medium for their poetry and their prose treatises. Late ?, 
when various Muslim kingdoms won their independence in 
Iran and Afghanistan, Persian (written in the Ar abic script 
and containing large numbers of Arabic loams ords) came to 
be' cultivated as a literary language that supplanted Arabic, 
especially as a medium for poetry. Alongside the brilliant 
development of a courtly poetry, Persian was also used to 
spectacular spiritual as well as literary effect by many Sufi 
poets, 7 of whom the greatest was Jalal ud Din Rtimi (d. 12/ 3)- 

The Muslim conquest of northern India extended this 
Persianate cultural world to Panjab, where Persian r emained 
t he dominant literary language of the ruling elite down to 
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the Mughal period and beyond. A strong Sufi presence was 
rapidly established with the arrival of charismatic figures 
associated with the main Sufi orders. These orders, within 
which spiritual authority and distinctive spiritual disciplines 
were transmitted from master to disciple, embraced inter¬ 
locking sets of transregional lineages. Within the Chishti 
order, whieh occupied a leading place in the society of the 
Delhi Sultanate, for example, the life of the great Panjabi 
master Shaikh Farid is best known through i he outstanding 
memoir compiled in Persian prose by a follower of Farid’s 
leading disciple, Nizam ud Din Auliya, the most important 
Sufi saintol Delhi, whose circle also included Amir Khusrau 
(d. 1325), the premier Persian poet of medieval India. 

Besides transmission within the circle of disciples formed 
around a master (called Shaikh or Pir), the Sufi message 
reached a wider audience through poetry. The prime genre 
for this poetry was the ghazal, a short love lyric with a strongly 
marked single rhyme whose characteristic blending of divine 
and human love was endlessly explored in the prolific output 
of such different poets as Rumi and Amir Khusrau. N Persian 
ghazals were sung in musical performances (called sunuY) 
that were a central part of Chishti ritual practice and usually 
took place at the shrines constructed around the tombs of 
former saints, which were themselves typically administered 
hy a master’s lineal descendants. They employed the special¬ 
ist professional musicians known as qavvwals. Their strongly 
1 hythmic style of performance (called qawwali) has become 
a well-recognized form of world music while continuing to 
be practiced in its original setting. 9 
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Music was generally regarded with disapproval in the cler¬ 
ical Islam upheld by the mullahs and the qazis, the religious 
judges qualified in Islamic law. Butthesingingof poetic lyrics 

in sama' continued to be widely practiced, not only among 
the Chishtis but also within the Qadiri order, which rose to 
prominence in India during the Mughal period. Most of the 
Panjabi Sufi poets of this era were affiliated with the Qadiri 
order, including Shah Husain (d. 1593)of Lahore and Sultan 
Baliu (d. 1691), besides Bullhe Shah himself, whose master, 
Shah Inayat, was a member of both the Qadiri and the S hat- 
tan orders. 1,1 Outside Panjab, another prominent poet of the 
time was Bullhe Shah’s contemporary Shah Abdul Latil (d. 
1752) of Bhit. universally regarded as the greatest Sufi poet 
in Sindhi. While these poets’ use of the local languages has 
helped to ensure their continuing popularity across reli¬ 
gious boundaries today 7 , it should be remembered that theit 
activity took place within a literary culture whose principal 
language was Persian. 11 A memorable life ol Shah Husain 
was compiled in Persian verse by one of his follow ei s, and the 
great bulk of Sultan Balm’s output consisted of Sufi treatises 
in Persian prose. 

Only with the British conquest of Panjab in the 1840s did 
the literary culture of the Sufi tradition come to be o\ei- 
laid by the new patterns of modernity. Persian was quite 
rapidly replaced as the language of education, admin¬ 
istration, and elite literature by Urdu and English, and 
new styles and genres, often more or less directly influ¬ 
enced by English models, were disseminated by the newly 
established publishing industry. 1 he publishers of Lahore 
were also responsible for bringing the older Suit poetry. 
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hitherto largely preserved by oral tradition, into tlie new 
printculture. Editions of works by Bulllie Shah and t he other 
older poets were produced along with the work of contem¬ 
porary authors, since Sufi poetry continued to be \\ ritten in 
the local languages during the nineteenth century, notabh 
by the narrative poet Mian Muhammad Uakhsh (d. 1007), 
yet another Qadiri affiliate, and by Khwaja Ghulam l-'urid (d. 
I90ij,the head of a Chisiiti lin cage and the last great master 
of the Sufi lyric as practiced by Bull he Shah.'" 

As modernist interpretations of Islam came to supplant 
active affiliations to Sufism, twentieth-century understand¬ 
ings of Bullhe Shall and the other Sufi poets were increas¬ 
ingly influenced by the nationalist thinking prevalent among 
the new middle class of the colonial period. In Pan jab the 
formulation of nationalist understandings was no simple 
process, given the complexities created by the simultaneous 
currency of three closely related languages, Urdu, l Iindi, 
and Panjabi, whose differences were exploited to sharpen 
the rival cultural identities of Muslims, Hindus, and Sikhs 
respectively. As an important symbolic figure in the new 
constructions of Panjabi literary history that emerged, 
Bullhe Shah thus became subject to a variety of interpreta¬ 
tions. 1 ’ With so little known of his life, he came to be seen 
as, among other things, an exponent of universal spiritual 
truths owing as much to Vedanta as to Sufism; an authent ic 
spokesman of the Panjabi (oik tradition; asocial revolution¬ 
ary; or simply a Romantic poet enmnt lalettrt. u ‘ Most of these 
intei pretationsmay lie shown to rely upon often highly selec¬ 
tive readings of his poetry, which is thereby used to support 
already assumed ideological positions. The present volume. 
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in which a complete translation of all the poems into English 
is presented for the first time, may help correct the biases 
that have too often continued to distort understandings of 
Bull he Shah. 


The Poetry 

The formal genres of Panjabi Sufi poetry fall into the same 
three broad categories as much premodern hhakti verse 
and the compositions of the Sikh Gurus. The main lyrical 
form is a strophic poem with refrain, called kof (Panjabi 
plural kaftan), which is designed for singing in qawwali 
and also lends itself to solo singing by amateur devotees 
and professional performers. Less frequently attested are 
various longer strophic poems that may be either lyrical 01 
didactic in character. And then there are the miscellaneous 
short verses typically used to express a single thought. Four 
lyrics and 112 short verses are attested for Farid, some tbo 
mostly very short lyrics for Shah Husain, about 200 shoit 
verses for Sultan Balm, then '271 lyrics plus miscellaneous 
odd verses for the later Khwaja Ghulam Fai id. 

Bullhe Shah is known primarily for his kafis. The present 
volume includes 157 of these lyrics, although the uncertain 
transmission of the text makes it difficult to he sure of the 
exact number of authentic items. The poetic form of the 
kafi is similar to other major genres of premodern north 
Indian religious poetry, such as the Vaislmava/w/ ot poets 
like Surdas or the shah oil ot the Sikh Gurus. Composed 
in simple syllabic meters with evenly distributed stresses, 
kafis consist of varying numbers of strongly 1 hymed \ ei ses. 
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those by Bullhe Shall range from examples comprising 
only one or two verses, which arc possibly incomplete, to 
occasional much longer poems of twenty verses or more, 
which may contain later interpolations. All t he verses hat e 
the same strongly marked final rhyme, usually consisting 
of two or more syllables. Ibis rhyme is first introduced 
and then strongly reinforced throughout by a refrain that 
is typically shorter than the main verses of the kufi. The 
vet ses themselves are made up of smaller units of half - and 
quarter-verses, each typically marked by different internal 
rhymes. 

One of the commonest structures has verses consisting of 
four half-lines rhyming BE HA, CCCA, etc., us exemplified 
in the opening of one of Bullhe Shah’s most famous lyrics: 

bulllui kijanan main kaun 

m main woman vice must tun, nd main vickufur didh 
ritah 

na main pdki vicepah tan, mi main miisd na fa rami 

bullha kijanan main kaun 

ud main andar bedkildbdh, nd vie hhogdn nd sharabdn 

nd vie rinddn mast kliurdbdin, nd vie jdgan nd vie sunn 

bullha kijanan main kaun 

Bullha, what do I know about who 1 am? 

I am not a believer in the mosques, nor do 1 follow the 
ntes of unbelief. I am not among the pure or the 
polluted. I am not Moses or Pharaoh. 

Bullha, what do I know about who I am? 

I am not iti the Vedas or in the scriptures; I am not in 
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drugs or in liquor. I am not among the drunken 
reprobates. I am not in waking, nor am I in sleep. 
Bullha, what do 1 know about who I am? 16 

The final verse of the kaJ 7 \s regularly marked by the poet’s 
signature. 'This often proclaims Bull he Shah’s powerful 
identification with his spiritual master, Shah Inavat, who is 
frequently alluded to as “the lord," as here: 

annul iikhar dp nun jdndu, na koiditjd harpachanan 
maithon hoy na koi sidnd, bullha shahu khand hai kaun 
bullha kijdndh main kaun 

I know myself to be first and last, 1 do not recognize 
anyone else. No one is wiser than I am. Bullha, 
who is the lord standing here? 

Bullha, what do 1 know about who I am? 1 ' 

Bullhe Shah also composed four longer poems in other 
genres consisting ot stanzas arranged by chionological 
or other formal schemes. TWo are lyrical in chaiactei and 
derive from the folk tradition. Athndi'd (1 he Seven Days) 
is a strophic poem whose stanzas describe the expei iences 
of the poet-lover on successive days, ending with f i id ay, 
which has a special status in Islam as the day prescribed for 
congregational prayer. Bdrdn Aldh (The Twelve Months), 
which belongs to a familiar genre very widely employed in 
most north Indian literatures, is similarly constructed, with 
each of its twelve stanzas devoted to a month in the Indian 
Vikrami calendar. 
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His other two longer poems are primarily didactic in char¬ 
acter. Ganclhdii (The Forty Knots) appears to he a one-off 
form created by Bui Hie Shalt. The title derives from the 
traditional use of a knotted string to keep track of days before 
an important occasion, so each of the poem’s forty verses 
begins with the undoing of another knot as the preparations 
of a bride for her wedding are used to symbolize the need 
to make ready for the inexorable approach of death. The 
other poem, Siharfi (The Thirty Letters), follows the form 
most favored for longer didactic poems by Panjabi Muslim 
poets. It consists of thirty stanzas, each starting with a letter 
of the Arabic alphabet that determines the initial letter of 
the first word. 18 

I here are also miscellaneous short Dohre (Verses) on a 
range of topics. These are written in a variety of meters, ol 
which one of the commonest is the doha meter historically 
preferred for verse of this type in north India, it consists of 
four half-lines with a strong rhyme at the end of each full line: 

bid Hi }d: mullein ate mash did, clohdfi ikko citt 

lokdii karcle ednand , dp ha Here nitt 

buliha, the mullah and the torch bearer both have the 
same intent. They spread light to people, but arc 
always in the dark themselves. iy 

As in this example, the poet’s signature is often added before 
the verse proper begins, so it is in itself no very reliable 
guarantee of the authenticity of any given item. 

Absolute authenticity in the precise wording of any 
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poem generally agreed to be by Bullhe Shah is anyway 
hardly to lie expected, given the well-known liberties taken 
by professional singers in South Asia and the uncertain¬ 
ties of the textual transmission. But while its boundaries 
cannot be defined with absolute precision, 20 the corpus of 
poetry that has come down to us provides ample evidence 
of a powerfully coherent poetical and mystical imagination. 

Since it is its simplicity of expression that has helped 
to secure the wide appeal of Bullhe Shah’s poetry, little 
needs to be said about the formal characteristics of its 
language, which is for the most part a stiaightfoiwaid 
register of Panjabi. In style too, Bullhe Shah’s poetry shows 
little trace of the elaboration of conceits that is such a prom¬ 
inent characteristic of South Asian art-poetry in both the 
Sanskritic and Persianate traditions. The rhymes that arc 
such a leading feature of the kafi do, of course, generate 
their own creative associations, and some use is made of 
the simpler rhetorical devices like alliteration, assonance, 
and plays on words of similar sound, but such \ et hal effects 
are not exploited to the relentless degree that came to serve 
later Panjabi taste. 

Although some of the knfts have a strong thematic unit), 

individual verses more commonly touch on seemingly quite 
different topics. Since tlie formal unity generated in the 
original language by the rhyme scheme announced in du 
refrain is hardly apparent in the English prose translations 
presented in this book, this internal thematic vaiiety and 
the accompanying shifts of reference in the poet s \ oicc can 
sometimes seem disconcerting. Most specific difficulties 


of understanding, which can seem greater when leading 
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the poems as texts than when listening to them being sung, 
should be resolved in the explanatory endnotes. But for the 
proper general appreciation of Bullhe Shah’s poetry, which 
is dedicated above all else to the evocation of a sense of the 
transcendent unity of all things, it is important to begin 
with a general idea of how its apparently varied thematic 
components actually form a closely interlocking imaginative 
structure. 

Since that imaginative structure is also a hierarchical one, 
it can be useful to begin at the bottom by understanding 
that Bullhe Shah’s critique of the social upheavals in early 
eighteenth-century Pan jab, which is so interesting to many 
modern readers, represents only a very small, if vividly 
expressed part of his poetry. Like his occasional pungent 
attacks on the dishonesty of contemporary religious 
specialists, verses expressing social critique are quite 
subsidiary in quantity to the poems of admonition designed 
to arouse a very Islamic sense of the inevitability of death 
and the need to prepare for this rapidly approaching end 
by the performance of meritorious deeds. Several of Bullhe 
Shah s longest poems memorably develop this memento 
mot j theme with metaphorical reference to the typical life 
cycle of a girl who grows up in the security of her parental 
home, but must dutifully spin the thread that will make up 
the clothes she will take with her as dowry after she has been 
married and goes to live with her husband’s family. In these 
poems, the poet adopts a stern parental persona: 

Got up, wake up, and do not snore. This sleeping is 
n o good for you. 
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One day you must leave the world and go to be 

interred in the grave. The worms will eat your 
flesh. Be aware and do not forget death. 

The day appointed for your wedding has drawn near; 
have you had the clothes for your dowry dyed? 
Why have you ruined yourself? Heedless one, 
have you no awareness? 

You have wasted your life in sleep; now your moment 
has come. You have not even started spinning. 
You have no dowry prepared, so what will you 
do? 21 


Just as the observance of the requirements of Islamic law 
is regarded by most Sufis as a necessary, if insufficient 
prerequisite for the spiritual discipline that is their main 
object, so too is this didactic aspect of Bull he Shah s poeti \ 


subsidiary to the mystical vision that is its piincipal theme. 
The core expression of this vision is again very Islamic, 
relying upon the repeated citation of a number of Qur’anic 
phrases and other sacred sayings in the it original Aiabic 
wording to convey an overwhelming sense of the absolute 
unity of the divine presence in all things, which tot Sufis 
is confirmed by the evidence of scriptural ic\ elation. 
For Bull he Shah, as for so many Sufis, the primary reason 
for creation was God's desire to be loved, and the primal 


compact be tw e cn G o d and man me a n t both man s recog¬ 
nition of God as the lord of his devotion and the special 
presence oft he divine within man as the noblest of God s 
creatures, A particular role is accorded to the prophet 
Muhammad, whose other name, Ahmad, symbolizes his 
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intimate connection with Ahad, or God the One. In tile 
vivid apprehension of essential unity, the p< let’s voice moves 
with sometimes disconcerting speed from the role of a girl 
inviting her friends to listen to her profession ot icive to that 
of an expert able to provide copious citations of proof texts 
in Arabic, as in these verses: 

Oh girlfriends: Now I have found you, beloved. You 
are contained in each and every thing. 

You recited the song of / am Ahati the ( )ne. Then you 
decreed, I am Ahmati. Then you explained, / am 
an Arab without the A. Then you took the name 
of Apostle. 

Becoming manifest, you called yourself light. You 
made it present through Ahmad, from nonbeing 
you made being appear. You proclaimed,. \>ul nv 
breathed into him. 22 

In continually repeated verses, Bullhe Shall proclaims 
the need to recognize this mystery of God being univers- 
•dly present, despite the apparently contrary evidence 
of superficial differences of appearance. He often speaks 
of this as the divine “peeping out” from the human. And 
his central perception of the meaninglessness of outward 
diversity inspired those memorable poems on the essen¬ 
tial unity of “Turk” and “Hindu” that have acquired such 
a special significance in modern South Asia, with its long 
history of intensely pursued communal bigotry: 
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Behold, God is openly revealed, whatever the pandit 
may then proclaim from the Veda. 

If you attend carefully, there are no unbelievers, 
whether they are called Hindu or Turk. 

Whenever I look, only he, only he exists. Bullha, the 
lord is contained in every color.- 3 


Bullhe Shah’s mystical perception oft he unity of all things in 
the divine is not merely intellectual. It is a dynamic process 
pursued tit rough love, the source of both man s greatest 
delights and his most acute emotional suffering. In keeping 
with the Suit doctrine of a disciple’s self -obliteration in the 
master,-** the most important focus of Bullhe Shah’s love is 
his spiritual guide, Shah Inayat, who is so frequently named 
in the concluding verses of his lyrics, now as the present 


source of his joy, now as the absent cause of his pain, now as 
the master who is mysteriously both different from and iden¬ 
tical with his adoring disciple. More than once, Bullhe Shah 
repudiates the criticism that it is inappropriate tor him as a 
Sayyid, the Muslim group with the highest religious status, 
to be the disciple of Shah Inayat, a mere Aram: 


Why ask what the lord’s caste is? Bullha, be grateful 
for God’s mercies. If you desire the joys of spring, 
remain the humble servant of the Arain. 


The poetry also bears out the gist of the most popular episode 
in the hagiography of Bullhe Shah, which elaborates on how 
he once fell out of favor with his guide, allegedly foi being 
too outspoken in his criticisms of formal Islam, and was 


xxiii 




I NT ROD UCTtON 


dismissed from his company. Since he knew of Shah Inayat’s 
fondness for music and dancing, HuIIhe Shah is t lien said to 
have gone away and taken lessons with a dancing girl, then 
reappeared in Lahore one day, himself dressed as a dancing 
girl.There he danced and sang in front of Shah Inayat. who 
was won over by his performance and readmitted him to 
his favor: 

Come to my assistance, doctor, I have lost my senses. 
Your love has set me dancing in rhythm. 

Bullha, let us go and sit at the gate of Shah Inayat, who 
made me dress in green and red. When I started 
dancing, I found my way to him.-* 

1 he extraordinary richness of the dynamic of love is 
conveyed by Bullhe Shah’s remarkable range of poetic refer¬ 
ence. This extends beyond the Islamic tradition to include 
occasional references to figures from the Hindu world,- 7 
but the sacred history of the past is mainly conceived as the 
story of a succession of martyrs to the divine power of love, 
starting with the scriptural figures regarded as prophets in 
Islam like Ibrahim, Sulaiman, Ayub, and Zakariya, all vari¬ 
ously tested in their turn by God. Then there are the great 
Sufi saints, of whom by far the most frequently cited is the 
martyr Mansur, who was executed for daring to proclaim the 
mystery of identity with the divine in his famous saying and 
I'haq, “I am God.” To the prophets and the saints are added, 
both in incidental references and in long lists of those who 
have suffered in the name of love, the famous pairs of lovers 
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of Islamic legend whose stories formed the core themes of 
the Persian romance, like Yusuf, who was loved by Zulaikha 
in Egypt, 28 and Laila, who was madly adored by Majnun in 
Arabia: 


They put Yusuf in the well, then sold him in the 

bazaar. He was paid for in full with a hank of yarn. 
You will be priced at a cowrie. 

Zulaikha fell in love and bought him. Lovers are 

writhing in agony over there. IVIajnun says. Ah, 
ah, ah!” What will you bring back from over 
there? 

Over there some have their skins flayed, some are cut 
up with saws, others are seized and put on the 
gallows. You too will get your head cut off over 
there. 29 

This long story of the eternal power of love is simultane¬ 
ously and immediately brought home through Bullhe Shah s 
frequent allusions to the local legends of the Indus valley. 
The standard convention of Indian lyric poetry that makes 
the poet take on the persona of a female lover 31 is given 
added resonance by Bullhe Shah’s assumption of the i ole of 
one of tile local romantic heroines, like Sassi waking to find 
herself abandoned by her beloved Punnun or Sohni poised 
to make the dangerous crossing over the rivet Chenab to 
meet her Mahinval: 
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On the other side of the Chenab there are jungles and 
thickets, where cruel tigers and panthers roam. 

May the lord bring me quickly to my beloved. 

This anxiety is killing me. 

It is the middle of the night and the stars are waning. 
Some have already waned; others are about to do 
so. I have got up and come to the riverhank. Now 
I am standing here waiting to cross. 

I cannot swim and do not have a due what to do. 

I have no pole or oar, and my raft is old. There are 
whirlpools, and no crossing place is marked. 

I weep and wring my hands , 13 

1 he greatest of these local romantic legends is the story of 
Hir and Ranjha, which is set in the world of the Jut pastoral 
tribes of western Pan jab. The romance is best know n through 
the famous narrative treatment in the I hr by Hu I Hie Shah’s 
younger contemporary Varis Shah, which tells the whole 
story of how Dhido, known by his tribal name ot Ranjha, 
leaves his family home in Taklit i la/.aru to come to Jhang, in 
search of Hir, the daughter of the Sial chieftain Chuchak. 
The latter is persuaded to hire Ranjha as a herdsman, allow¬ 
ing Hir the chance to meet him in the river glades beside the 
Chenab where the buffaloes are brought to graze. But when 
their love is discovered, Hir’s parents marry her oil by force 
to a man from the Khera tribe. In order to win her back, 
Ranjha goes to the great yogi Gorakhnath for initiation. Thus 
radically transformed in appearance from a herdsman into 

a yogi,33 Ranjha returns to win hack Hir from her husband’s 
home: 


XX'Vl 


I INTRODUCTION 


1 will go with the yogi, having put a mark on my 
forehead, 

1 will go, I will not lie stopped from leaving. Who 
is going to turn me back as I go? It has become 
impossible for me to turn hack, note that I have 
experienced reproaches for being in love. 

1 le is not a yogi, but my heart’s beloved. 1 have 

forgotten why 1 fell in love. 1 lost all control, once 
I gained a sight ot him. 

What did this yogi do to me? He put his hooks in my 
heart. He cast the net of love when he uttered his 
sweet talk. 3 ' 1 


Although the story makes some appearances in the earlici 
Sufi poetry of Shah Husain, it is Bullhe Shah who properly 
exploits the rich potential for mystical allegory inherent in 
the relationship between I fir and her beloved, which is taken 
to symbolize the love between the human and the divine as 
lived out in that between the poet and his lord, Shah Ina) at. 
Although Ranjha, the chieftain’s son from Taklit Hazara, 
assumes different appearances, as a yogi or as a I lute-playing 
herdsman who recalls the divine figure of Krishna, the true 
mystery lies in his being fundamentally identical with Hit. 
Many of Bullhe Shah’s most memorable lyrics express this 
sweet yet painful contradiction: 


Through repeating “Ranjha, Ranjha,’ I have myself 
now become Ranjha. Call me Dhido Ranjha, let no 
one call me Hir. 
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Ranjha is in me and I am in Ranjha, this is my only- 
thought, There is no me, there is only him, and he 
is the one who shows tender care for himself . 

Whoever dwells within us determines who we are. 

I have become just like the one I love. 

With a staff in my hand I drive the buffaloes 

before me, wearing a rough blanket around my 
shoulders. Take me to Takht Hazara, Hill I ha, 

I can find no refuge with the Sials. 15 

With short and apparently simple Sufi lyrics like this, Hu 11 he 
Shah shows the identity of the lover and the beloved, in that 
world of true reality that lies behind the screen n( appar¬ 
ent variety. Appealing at several levels to so many of the 
deepest human aspirations, to a universal understanding of 
the meaning of human existence in a divine world, Hull he 
Shah’s assimilation of many diverse elements into his poetic 
expression of the perennial philosophy of the unity of being 
makes him an outstanding interpreter of the transcendent, 
not just for Panjabis but for us all. 
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NOTES 

1 Sec further Nijjar 1972, Alam 1986. 

2 See Rama Krishna 1938:40 46 and Quraeshi 2009:241-258, which 
is illustrated with photographs showing the radically modernized 
appearance of Bull he Shah's shrine in Kasur today. 

3 Shackle 1993 offers a comparative sketch of the earliest attested 
examples. 

4 For details of the main printed editions, see the Note on the 1 ext 
and Translation following this introduction. 

5 Singh 2012 presents representative selections from both traditions 
in attractive translations. 

6 For an informed introduction to Sufism, see Ernst 1997, 

7 Schimmel 1982 remains the best introduction to Sufi poetry in 
Persian and other languages. 

8 For recent hooks of translations that give an excellent idea of the 
character of this poetry, see Lewis 2008, and Lose risky and S harm a 
2011. 

9 For qawwali, see Qureshi 1986; for the local context of Sufi music 
and its performers, see Pannke 1999- 

10 For the Qadiri order in India, see Rilgrand 2005; for the Shattari 
order, see Ahmad 2012, in addition to the standard general account 
of the Sufi orders in India in Rizvi 1978-83. 

11 Sec further Shackle 1999. 

12 For an overall account of the tradition of Panjabi Sufi poetry, see 
further Shackle 2011. 

13 There is no very satisfactory history of Panjabi literature in 
English, but compare Sckhon 1993-96. Studies of Bullhe Shah 
in English, none of which is at all comprehensive or very critical, 
include Usborne 1982 (first published c. 1905], Rama Krishna 
1938: 40-71, and Kohli 1987. 

14 Interesting explorations of this topic may be found in Rinehart 
1996,1999. 

15 Complete English translations of all four poets arc available, 
although these are of varying quality. See Talib 1974: 97-124 for 
Farid; Anwar 1966 for Shah Husain; Puri and Khak 1998 for Sultan 
Bahu, besides the attractive selections in Elias 1998; and Qtiiser 
2009 for Khwaja Ghularn Farid, in addition to the overambitious 
attempt at fully rhymed translations ot selected poems in Shackle 
1983. 
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16 Kd/tU)6A 3. 

17 Kct/i 106.7* 

IS The letters of the Arable alphabet, several of which have an 
impartam symbolic function in Bull be Shah's poetry, are illustrated 
at the beginning of each verse of the Sdtarfi. 

19 Verse V19. 

2u Some attributions are doubtful on grounds ot style, e.g., 35; <d 
content, e.g., 10ft, Y52, Y53; or of authorship hi the case n! 29, 
63, 130., and 145, which are also attributed to Shah Husain. ! In 
independent status of some poems is questionable, as in t he case 
of the close pairs V9 50 and 13M 131. Kditnrial amalgamations 
of other poems that have been reversed in this book include the 
separation of76 from A7and of Y5I from 36. 

21 KdJiZA 4. 

22 A7i/*28A-2,5. 

23 Kdfi 20,5-7. 

24 This doctrine I Ar.fand ft 7-\/frt/A7;> was given particular importance 
within the Shaitan order with which Shah hi.ivat was affiliated; 
compare Ahmad 2012: 151 154. 

25 Kdfi 31.6. 

26 Kdfi 105.1, 7. The image of Bullhc Shah dancing is a popular one 
in modern iconography; see Frembgen 2006: 106 107. 

27 Matringe 1992 offers a helpful analysis of i he Krishnaite and Xath 
elements in Bull he Shah’s poetry. 

28 Shackle 1995 describes the influence of [ami’s classic Persian poem 
ViisiiJZidaikha on narrative treatments of the si on in Panjabi, 

29 Kdfi9B.3 5. 

■36 Accessible popular v ersions of these legends are presented v\ ii h 
lavish illustrations in Quracshi 2005. 

31 See fun her Petievich 2007, which uses Bullhc Shall avun illustrat tv v 
example of this convention of "men speaking as women." 

32 Kofi H1.6-R. 

33 Shackle 1992 discusses the Hir-Ranjha story with particular 
reference to the successive transformations of Kan jha. 

34 Kdfi 137.1-4* 

35 Kdfi 14s. 
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NOTE ON THE TEXT 
AND TRANSLATION 


Given the disturbed conditions prevalent in Panjab during 
the eighteenth century and the lack of a line of direct descen¬ 
dants who might have safeguarded his poetic heritage, the 
transmission of the poetry of Bullhe Shah was entirely reli¬ 
ant on oral tradition for more than a century after his death. 
There appear to be no surviving manuscripts from the period 
preceding the first printed texts, which date from the later 
decades of the nineteenth century when Lahore became 
established as a major center of publishing. Produced in the 
cheapest format, these early Persian-script lithographs of 
individual poems include numerous quite uncritical editions 
of the Rarfiii Mah from 1864, of the Siharfi from 1873, and 
of selected Kafiaii from 1882. The less well-attested early 
Gurmukhi 1 ithographed editions from this period include a 
small selection of Kaftan by both Shah Husain and Bullhe 
Shah, published in 1878. 

The earliest substantial edition, containing 116 kaffs, is 
the Qpttfw-e *ishq edited by Anvar Ali Ruhtaki, which first 
appeared in 1889. 1 This incorporates an extensive Urdu 
commentary offering a detailed exposition of Sufi doctrine 
supported by numerous quotations from Persian Sufi poetry 
and determining the thematic order in which the kafis are 
arranged. The work continues to be valued for its commen¬ 
tary, and there have been several subsequent printings, 
including a Pakistani edition of 2006. The other significant 


XXXI 


NOTE ON THE TEXT A\ll [HANS! \llll\ 


early Persian-script edition is the Kafiha-e 1 lazrat Unlike 
Shah , published by Prem Singh of Kasur in 1896, w hich also 
includes the poems in other genres, including two additional 
siharfis, which have since generally been regarded as spuri¬ 
ous. While its 131 kafts overlap with those in the ( Jjn/nn-c 
'ishq, Prem Singh’s selection tends to favor rather more 
distinctively Indian poems at the expense of those with a 
markedly Islamic focus, prominent in Ruhtaki’s edition. 
These two early Persian-script editions, both compiled from 
contemporary oral tradition, together form the basis tor all 
subsequent texts. 

I he first attempt at a critical edition was the small selection 
published in Gurmukhi as 50 Kaftan by Mohan Singh l 'hirai 
in 1930. But the standard text on which all serious modern 
Pakistani and Indian editions are based is the compre¬ 
hensive Persian-script Kulliyat of i 960 edited by Faqir 
Muhammad Faqir, which contains 161 kafts, arranged by 
Persian alphabetical order of first lines, as well as all the other 
poems in Prem Singh’s edition, and provides a summary 
critical apparatus citing the earliest editions. The highly 
selective edition by Nazir Ahmad, published in 197b as 
Kcilani-e Bullhe Shah, offers some useful emendations, 
mostly on metrical grounds, as well as critical notes. A more 
radically revised complete Persian-script text, which some¬ 
times makes very free use of editorial emendation to solve 
textual difficulties, is offered in the important Mukammal 
Kaftan of 1991 edited by Muhammad Sharif Sabir, which 
includes I55&fl//sand contains a full textual apparatus. 

Quite a number of Gurmukhi editions have been published 
in India, but most of these appear to be based on the Faqir 
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edition, whose Persian-script ordering of the kdfts is often 
followed mechanically and whose text is often inaccurately 
transcribed. Two recent complete Gurmukhi editions do, 
however, have some independent value. The edition by 
Attarjit Singh and Gurcharan Singh, published in 2004 as 
Bullheshdh / jivan , Dohre, Siharfidn teKdjiah], includes 175 
kdfts and some suggestive variant texts, but without any 
critical apparatus or other indication of the sources used. 2 
The only Indian edition to take explicit account of Sabir’s 
indispensable, if radical text is Jagtar’s Bullhe Shah: jivan 
ate mend, published in 2008, which contains 161 kdfts . The 
underlying text used in the present volume represents a 
compromise between the two best modern Persian-script 
editions by Faqir and Sabir and the recent Gurmukhi edition 
by Jagtar. 

Panjabi spellings have yet to be fully standardized in 
either script, so quite numerous tacit adjustments have 
been made for consistency. Only the most significant textual 
variants are noted in the summary endnotes to the text, 
and the accompanying discussion of these textual matters 
is kept deliberately brief. The kdfts are here mechanically 
arranged in strict Gurmukhi alphabetical order as 
determined by the first word of the refrain. In the interest 
of economy, the Gurmukhi text prints the refrains once 
only, at the beginning of each kaft rather than after every 
verse. Single quotation marks have been used to mark the 
Arabic quotations from the Qur’an and other sources that 
can otherwise seem quite disconcerting to the reader in their 
Gurmukhi transcriptions. 

Only a fine verse translation might hope to convey the 
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ecstatic tone of much ofBullhe Shah’s poetry, alt hough even 
the most gifted English poet could hardly hope to reproduce 
the many rhymes that are so defining a characteristic of the 
kafi. In reality, however, most attempts to make English 
poetry' out ofBullhe Shah’s Panjabi seldom manage to do 
proper justice to more than the odd verse here and there. 
In keeping with the style of the Murty Library, the present 
translation of the full corpus therefore tries only to convey 
the sense of the poetry in a consistent style of plain English 
prose that aims to steer a middle path between oft-putting 
formality and jarring colloquialism. So far as possible, the 
underlying syntax of the verses has been maintained, with 
a full stop marking the end of individual lines and a comma 
indicating the half-line caesura. Italics are used to mark 
Bullhe Shah’s quite frequent citation of Qur’anic verses 3 
and other Arabic sayings. 

Superscript Arabic numerals in the translation indicate 
endnotes providing further explanations and comments. 
Abbreviations used in the endnotes are explained in an int ro¬ 
ductory note. In order to keep the notes to the translation 
down to a manageable size, points that regularly recur in 
the text are generally explained in one note only, with paral¬ 
lel occurrences being listed as numerical cross-references 
lor comparison. The endnotes are followed by a glossary of 
proper names, which are there printed with diacritics giving 
a more precise indication of their pronunciation than is 
always apparent from the simple roman-script spellings ol 
names used elsewhere in the book. 

Diacritics are, however, used throughout for italicized 
words and phrases transcribed from Panjabi and other 
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languages. These follow the usual academic conventions, in 
which long vowels are marked by macrons over a, i, and «, 
and retroflex consonants by dots written under d, n, r, and/. 
Nasalized long vowels are transcribed with a following n, and 
dots arc used to distinguish the fricative sounds kh and^/;. 
The Persian izafat is transcribed phonetically as -e. Neither 
Gurmukhi nor the Persian script distinguishes the sibilants 
s and Sj for which sh is regularly written instead. Graphic 
‘a in and the distinction of q from k are both recorded where 
appropriate in the transcription of Perso-Arabic words, 
although neither feature is preserved in Panjabi pronun¬ 
ciation. The romanization of Qur’anic and other Arabic 
passages in the endnotes follows the standard rules for writ¬ 
ing Arabic in the roman script. 

The bibliography begins with listings in chronological 
order of publication of the texts and translations of Bullhe 
Shah consulted in the preparation of this book, before a 
general bibliography in alphabetical order of authors of 
other relevant titles. This is largely confined to works in 
English, and includes all works cited in the immediately 
following endnotes to this introduction and in the endnotes 
to the translations. 

A numerical concordance of the fedfis is provided for the 
convenience of readers who may be more familiar with the 
Persian script, and who may wish to check our translations 
of the Gurmukhi text against the standard Pakistani text of 
the Faqir edition (F). 
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NOTES 

1 See the bibliography at the end of this volume for full details of all 
editions cited* 

2 While some of the additional poems included in this edit ion seem 
quite plausible stylistically, in the absence of verifiable textual 
support, I have excluded the following seven kafis here: htin main 
anh ad ndd raja id {haft 4, p. 61); belijiighar terdpher ftoid ikaf 17, 
pp. 70-71); niainiin kaun pachdne (kdft 2\ w p, 73); bin haft da tda nit 
linn vc, sain maindid {kdft 25, p. 74); as lit liv fa Hide sang Idi d (kdji 
26, pp. 74-75); je hot andar bole calc {kdft 27, p. 75); nisi man men 
dio re {kdft 49; p. 87). 

3 The translations of Qur’anic v erses are based on Yusuf Ah 1977. 
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s 

§3 htf UFTt' hf 7 ff eft ^ftf 
§F UTU UF UFTU TFUT", Uf?»f WT3 f5»ru 
=S‘^ c<Mrl FFJ Hrt QiStil, FFTc? fydO (V d 
fK 1 HH fwt W?\ HU IfFF 7P i-PcT 


3 

§5 FFT WFF FF FHt', feu HF FF tdcM'F FFt' 

fe? FF HTTF TTF 7 F, W c?HU feu F 

BTFU oflfH»n F, cTF UF 1 H gg I f^rg 77^ 

^ ^'d r TTF 1 »ffF ) >f r F, HF Hfft FFT ddl'iV^ H 

fef ^otf 7 *ru ^rfeM 7 f, ^ ftf^ t§ jth ?*fi 

S ^fe»r fHH FtFFt F, M TFfFF FH *TFt H 
| FF* FF F 7 Wf F, oft cfFH FFT fF»TU F<Jt' 

M Iftmfe TTUF H3t flf, f ?TH KF^T F H3t ft 
<* 3T^F FTfft ft, feU'tH 7 ft§ TFF FhT 


2 






















IVRICS 


1 

My beloved has left the neighborhood. Oh lord, what shall 
I do? 1 

Now he lias gone, he does not stay. His company is ready 
to depart. 

The fire in my heart blazes up. The flames of separation 
crackle. 

Without the dear lord, Bullha is neither on this bank nor 
on the far side. 2 


2 


Get 1 up. wake up, and do not snore. This sleeping is no 
good for you. 

One day you must leave the world and go to be intei i ed in 
the grave. The worms will eat your flesh. Be aware and 


do not forget death. 

The day appointed 2 for your wedding has drawn near; 

have you had any of the clothes for your dowry dyed? 
Why have you ruined yourself? Heedless one, have 
you no awareness? 

You have wasted your life in sleep; notv your moment has 
come. You have not even started spinning thread on 
the wheel. You have no dowry prepared, so what will 


you do? 

On the day you were intoxicated by your youth, you \\ ei e 
completely taken up with your girlfriends. Catclessl) 
you roamed the streets, without the least awaieness. 


3 




I.Y IUCS 


3 HF FFF 3FFT Ft frtdM'4? tf 

3 *F tp 33* FFt t, FF 3T3 t' 3F 7 IFF ?FTT 

>>fF 37=5 HF 7 Mo(«><£‘ F, f3§ F3t 3F 3F 3 T >>f¥ T H 
MFfefeW eFH tHTFS 1 F, fej 3733 FTFH FFTF TFTf 

f FTTF dFdfi, TFF 3FM 77 F3 i^rFFft 
fej FH3 fU 4^'M, f FfTJF 7 TSF HFTF Stff 


HF7S FFt FF FF^Ft, f 3^' f?F FFTH 
W UFFF OF frOTFt, fFTTFt 3 Tuft 

6,0 Wm) 3F7F F7W, FFT77 FFFF F f?F F73K 
^ ft FH 1 Ft §3 ftF ^FF FFf 

fF ifHf F HF Uttft, | fSF FftTFf fF3 fF37^t 
FFt FF 77 FF5t, 7F3 f3F F 7 3*3 ?Kjt* 

fa(J3 FF F7F F FF7, 7m ftTtF F SFF SFt 
3 3 FTF 3-F33 FFT, 3Ft Fcft»F F 7 fFFFFJ FFt' 

^ tt Frtd'rt fF3FF, FF F 7 S3 3tF QFTFF 
tft S3 S3 FTF >H3FF, 3Ft F3 T-l'fyFd FFt' 


^ *JHS HFT f3F*FFt, 73Ft itW SF F3F?t 
^ FF F §33 wti, 3F §F 7FF fFFFF FFf 


4 
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From the start you were completely undomesticated, you 
were the most shameless of the shameless. You kept 
eating and filling yourself with food, and still you have 
no sense. 3 

Soon it will be time for you to be taken away. 4 Why are you 
asleep and full of pretense? You must meet strangers 
you have never seen. This bustling market will not be 
here in the morning. 

You will depart from this world, and will not set foot here 
again. You will lose your youth and beauty. You are not 
going to remain in the world. 

Your destination lies far away. You must wander through 
jungles and deserts. It will be difficult to get there on 
foot, and you do not look like a rider. 

You will be on your own, and will travel completely alone. to 
You will wander lost in jungles and deserts. You will 
leave here with your own supplies. You will not be able 
to borrow anything there. 

That desolate mansion is empty, and you will live there 
all by yourself. There will be no one to be your friend. 
There will be no one to rely upon for company. 

Those who were kings of countries, and who had bands 
playing for them, have departed without their thrones 
and crowns. There is no trusting in this world. 

Where is the emperor Sikandar? 5 Death has not spared 
saints or prophets. All have left their pomp and show 
behind. No one is here permanently. 

Where is Yusuf, 6 the moon of Canaan? Zulaikha 7 has taken 
her youthful beauty away with her. In the end, death 
made her perish. Her finery will not be restored. 
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^ 3&3 HM* ?W, U^ 7 &3TO Ht TO 

f^T »FV risi'M 1 , ^ firegft ^ FydM'd <^f 


fg% Hk H7^ HMdW, 7T3 ¥3 ^TH feof'tf 1 

^57 H 7 ^ ?7 %5 S 7 ^ 7 , WH^TcT F 7 fa?T HVg ckF' 

r u — 


fH* ftf HHHt WW, HH^ HI f*d'M' 
y 1 Ftl-TdH 7 cFld 1 yd d’W\ cVddTH fVsd ST-TU rtdl 

tT cTd cT3H H ^3 UH, 757ft' 3 V^H 
Htff fH ^TST ^TTH, W yr? ^g 7 kJF 


did 1 ydd QoS] yyt, fny Hd’ yrtdi HfvtTl 

yrot dfdH? Hkn ngkf, fog f fedng ' d ?kf 

3o >HHt' >HW fefW 3 , »fk f%H ^PW 3 
fact 3 fF>H 3 TTUf cfH 3, H 1 ? BTT^H W ?yUt' 

w hu fg?? #ef ?kt', hh tut narkt' 

H 3 W HUH UUH ferkf, tg >H^U uut uk ?uft' 
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LYRICS 


W here is the throne of Sulaiman, 8 which used to fly is 

high in the air? It too has been taken care of by the 
almighty. There is no trusting in life. 

Where are those princes, kings, and emperors? Ail have 
quit their royal residences. Those whose armies were 
uncountable cannot capture a mere police station 
now. 

All the flowers, like the jasmine, the tulip, the lily, the iris, 
the hyacinth, and the wonderful cypress, have been 
reduced to a sorry state by the autumn wind. 9 The 
intoxication of the narcissus 10 does not last forever. 

As you perform, so you will receive. Otherwise you will 
be sorry. You will lament like the desolate crane. 11 
Without wings there is no flying. 13 

You will make your camp in places where lions, leopards, 
and terrors dwell. Your palaces and caravanserais will 
remain empty. You will have no hereditary claim on 

them. 

In the citadel of knowledge 13 we are helpless. It is he who no 
brought us under his authority. Without the word I 
am no use, without the word there is no deliverance. 

Bullha, there is no one besides the lord, here or there, in 
either world. So tread with great care, for there is no 
coming back a second time. 
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5 
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LYRICS 


3 

Make 1 the Ganges flow backward, 2 yogis, and you will gain 
a vision of God. 

Take the cotton roll of love in your hand. Twist the axle, 
do not let it fall. 

With the spindle of knowledge and the spinning wheel of 
meditation, make things spin backward . 3 

When Kumbhakaran goes back the way he came, the 
mystery of Lanka is created . 4 

Now that Ravan the ten-headed is destroyed and 

Lachhman remains, the unstruck music 5 sounds. 

It is when this ecstatic state is attained through association 
with the guru that one is called theguru’s servant. 

Plunge into the circle of nectar 6 so as to become God. 


4 

Different , 1 topsy-turvy times have come, so I have 
discovered the beloved’s secrets . 2 
Crows have started killing hawks, sparrows have brought 

down falcons. 

Horses graze on rubbish heaps, donkeys are fed fine meal. 
There is no affection among kinsfolk, or among senior and 
junior uncles . 3 

There is no harmony at all between fathers and sons, or 
mothers and daughters . 4 

The true get shoved aside, while the false are given seats 
of honor. 
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LYRICS 


Former leaders sit in destitution, while carpets are spread 
for those who were at the back. 

Those who wore rough blankets have been made kings, 
while former kings beg for alms. 

Bullha, the order came from the divine presence. Who can 
turn it aside? 


5 

My dearest beloved, what is this attraction that you have 
made my eyes feel? 

There is not the slightest distance between you and me. 

You have hidden yourself from me. 

The buffaloes have come, but my beloved has not come. 

Separation has consumed me and shaken me. 

I am near, so why do you seem far away? You have hidden 

yourself from me. 

You have raised your veil and made me wander, like 
Zulaikha in Egypt. 1 

With a burqa on his head, lord, Bullha has been made to 
dance 2 by your love. 
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HOT dM'idl foWH, »fL^ 7% drt'yf 
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LYRICS 


6 

Bring me close to you, my dearest, bring me close to you. 

It was you who first fell in love and were full of delight. 

Whether it was me or you who started it, keep faith with 
me to the end. 

When I set out on the road, there are robbers and thickets, 
jungles and countless terrors. 

The spotted leopards roar, as they delight in graceful 5 

movements . 1 

On your side a flood 2 has arisen; there are many terrors on 
the bank. 

My heart is filled with fear and trembling. Please get my 
boat across. 

I have performed obeisance to God the true master; may 
my prayers be accepted. 

Remove your veil, and show Bullhe Shah the face of his 
lord. 


7 

Now I am lost in the city of love. 

I am setting myself in order, not just my head or arms 

or legs. 

When selfhood is lost and I bear my true rank in mind, 
then all is well. 

I was disgraced from the first; who can sort this out ? 1 
It is the lord who exists in both worlds, Bullha; no other 
is to be seen. 
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LYRICS 


8 

Now why, beloved, have you taken so long? 

What came into my mind to banish all ideas of sorrow and 
joy? I set my finery on fire. You have lit a blaze in my 
heart. 

After hearing such words of wisdom, all names and forms 
are mysterious. 1 1 cry out through the nights like a koil 
bird, 2 but you still have not felt pity. 

Wearing a deerskin 3 and carrying a skull, I went to beg for 
a sight of you. Calling myself a yogini, I wore my hair 
long and rubbed ashes on my body. 

Love acted as muezzin and gave the call to prayer. They 
get up and run there, since it is their religious duty. 
They perform their prostrations, then race home, 
where you have made your torehead their mihrab . 4 

Things are the other way round in the city of love. Blood- 
filled eyes become happy. It is you who trap yourself in 
the net, then laugh as you have yourself slaughtered. 

The pains of separation do not get old. It is the body that 
lias the pain that knows about it. Scolding at home and 
taunts outside are the sorrows I have found through 
falling in love. 

Caught by the gardener’s wife, the mynah weeps. Caught 
by separation, she is tormented. First there is death, 
and there is also disgrace in the world. What sort of 
bridegroom have you come as now? 

Bullha, I have fallen in love with the lord. Everyone has 
come beautifully adorned. After seeing my lord Shah 
Inayat, my heart is filled with joy. 


15 



LYRICS 


t 

w wbt?s nyft eft sratt, 77 rfr TRftt 377 HBfe 

bh tj? u>pgt t?7, vrft 3*3 fe^ ?rat' t?7 

y*i' Vt ft)rt VWof 77 Hdly 

fel MBIT) feBtJ 33, RBT 3H3t UT3 fcW'3 
%7J B3H7J cfa 33fe 

¥?? vst ynmn w$, eft uvnBt 

feB M33 fcT% 3313 


BO 

1 W T 'y T y 3ftW3t, §3 33 ^>f »fH T t »fBt 
1 *h i W 33 gf 3, V3B Ht 

^3 3T3 fttdjdl, WB WB UBt Md'y! 

W 33^3 33 ut TTO, 313 333 §77 

— \i 

M ^ #3* 3 3>7, 3333 33 Bt 

% 33 3*3 W 33, fft BfB7 fH 3^ 


16 
























LYRICS 


9 

Now I have fallen in love. What can 1 do? I cannot live, 
and cannot die. 

Listen to my lament. I have no peace by night or day. Now 
I cannot endure for an instant without my beloved. 

The fire of separation consumes me. Preserve me, 

someone, from my love! How can I be saved without 
seeing him? 

Bullha, I am in great trouble. May someone come to my 
aid. How can 1 endure this insupportable pain? 


10 

Mother’s and Father’s 1 good deeds now benefit us. 

Mother and Father were the original thieves. Now the son 
is great. 

The squabbling started over a grain. 2 Every house was 
filled with strife. 

We suffered this quarreling from the very moment they 
stole the wheat. 

Khaira profits and Jumma 3 gets beaten; the wrong person 5 
gets the summons. 

The parrots are driven with blows from the gardens, while 
the owls stay where they were. 
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LYRICS 


n 

A/if 1 is for Allah, in whom my heart is steeped. About be 
1 know nothing at all. 

I understand nothing from studying My delight has 
been in alif 

I know no difference between l ain and,g/ifl/w. 2 This is what 
ff/z/fias made clear. 

Bullha, those who cleanse their hearts are perfect in their 
profession of alif 


12 

Come, beloved, and embrace me. What is this quarrel you 
have started? When sleeping or sitting I saw nothing, 
but when awake I found the lord. 

When Shams said. Arise by my permission , 1 it was you who 
had him hanged upside down.There have been many 
women disgraced for love in the world. It was you who 
encouraged and stationed me here. 

There is no separation between me and you, so why have 
you hidden yourself? The buffaloes 2 have come; the 
beloved has not come. It is you who have fanned the 
flames of separation and driven me to distraction. 

I have seen what this love has done, and how you had 
Yusuf 3 put into the well. You have lifted your veil 
and ruined me, like Zulaikha in Egypt. 
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LYRICS 


When Moses said. Show me, lord, you made Mount Sinai s 
tremble. With the reprimand You shall not see me,* 
you uttered your command. 

My mad love has destroyed me, you have orphaned my 

heart. Bullha, the lord came to live in your house, once 
you found Shah Inayat. 


13 

Come, my love, and notice me. My soul is beset by 
suffering. 

I dream that we have become separated, I get no news 
of you, 

I am desolate and destroyed in the jungle, lord. I am 
surrounded by wild boars and leopards. 

The mullah and the qazi show me the road, setting me in 
a circuit of confusion. 

But these robbers are the world’s fowlers, who spread 
their nets everywhere. 

They preach the duties and actions required by the law, 
and shackle my feet in chains. 

Love does not ask about caste or religion, love is the 
enemy of the law. 

The land of my beloved lies across the river, but I am 
caught in worldly pleasures. 1 

The boat is held still by the true guru, so why do you 
delay? 

Bullha Shah, the lord will come to you, so your heart 
should be encouraged. 


21 


LYRICS 


ifteH i-mijeH fen ffgi§' few ^fyu^t 


SB 

»f§ wt§ ere fe§ ?ft ?im, fli w xrfE^r e^ vrul 
»ra e+ to ww efe»r, ^ Hi? fern ¥fe»r 

— u 

WeeTMt trfcT»f, e^T Tret WH wyi 

iw fw erf>JF fre eree*, wire wu* fre fen yre t 
tr tet w e ^re eree\ w uc?Wb we ?t wt 

*j — * 

IT P> H'd fee Hti' cdB 1 , Ufe 1 ^Fdd fe»f'M' Vfe' 

u 1 

^ W WO' ?<?' hid', t^dtf t**T t?t dl<6^l tlfel 


SU 

£c<1d Hfe tlttfe, M 1 ^ qT TT g 
>H?ere we W ydddlt, wfe %y few % 
>*?ree hw fHmft, fcetet m?7w e 


22 































LYRICS 


The beloved is beside you, so who are you looking for? It is 
high noon, but you have lost your way. 


14 

Gather together, girls, and congratulate me. I have found 
my bridegroom, my dear Ranjha. 

Today a blessed day has dawned: Ranjha has entered my 
courtyard. With a staffin his hand and a blanket 
around his shoulders, he has taken the form of a 
herdsman. 

The diadem has fallen among cattle and is tossed about. 
What value does it have in the jungle and pastures? 
Are people so confused about God that they have no 
awareness of true reality? 1 

Bullha Shah made a deal and drank the cup of love’s 

poison. He had no profit or loss, but took up a bundle 
of pain and grief. 


15 

Conic, fakirs, let us go to the fair, and listen to the music 
of the adept. 1 

Listen to the many-hued unstruck music 2 and abandon 
your robe of falseness. 

The unstruck instrument is friendly to all, the pipe has no 
hostility. 
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LYRICS 


Without union the fair is no good; both capital and 
interest are squandered* 

Fakirhood is difficult, but it is the path of the lover, so s 

make your restless mind settle. 

The creature and the lord become one, Bullha, while the 
world is ungoverned. 


16 

The wick of true knowledge is lit like this. 

For sure 1 am no Hindu orTurk, 1 it is the name of love 
to which I adhere. The lover is conquered by God. 

The wick of true knowledge is lit like this. 

See what a clamor the robbers 2 have raised, how they have 
created birth and death. The fool makes a loud fuss 
when lost in confusion, which the lover exposes. 
Bullha, love is something unique; the followers of love 
are very steadfast. The fool loses his wits for nothing. 
True communication lies in silence. 


17 

What has love done to me? People utter reproaches. 

No one knows the pain in my heart; I am a stranger in 

my own land. Only someone who has tasted the divine 
command knows what it means. The mountain of love 
is hard to ascend; only someone who has climbed it 
knows about it. 
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LYRICS 


Love is a fire that in my separation from you has consumed 
me in an instant. Because of the burning pain of this 
love, I utter appeals for help in the world. It is the 
body that has experienced the pain that knows about 
it; no one else does. 

Love has treated me like a butcher, and I have lost all 

awareness. Love applied its brand to my breast, then 
did not glance at me. I hide my tears from my parents, 
making up endless false explanations. 

Separation from you has made me mad, and has labeled 5 
me “crazy girl.” 1 spend my time as one who is deaf, 
dumb, and blind.' Look with favor on me now, lord, 
do not be violent and forceful. 

Your summons made me happy, beloved. I remember 
you all the time. At every moment I suffer the pain of 
separation, and love spears me. Day and night I weep 
and remember you; those former times are over. 

Your love is what we need, at every time and in every 
way. The holy apostle Muhammad is my special 
intercessor. 2 Bull he Shah, if the beloved comes to me, 

I will offer a hundred thousand thanks. 


18 

Real love 1 has destroyed me, my girl. Show me the land of 
my beloved. 

In my parents’ house I was an innocent girl, but when I fell 
in love I was ruined, my girl. 
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I have studied logic and semantics, the Kang and the 
Qitdftri, 1 but all this learning has destroyed me, my 
girl. 

What use are prayer and fasting to those who have drained 
the flask of love, my girl? 

Bullha, when I sat in the circle of the lord, I became free 
of all observances, my girl. 


19 

The spring of love is ever new. 

When I studied the lesson of love, my heart became afraid 
of the mosque. I went to enter the temple of the lord, 
where a thousand conches are blown. 

When I discovered the mystery of love, I destroyed the 
mynah and the parrot. 1 1 became purified inside and 
out; no matter where I look, only the beloved is there. 

Meetings have taken place between Hir and Ranjha. Hir 
is lost, searching in the river glade. My lover Ranjha 
plays inside the folds of my scarf; 2 1 have lost all 
conscious awareness. 

People become exhausted reciting Vedas and Qur’ans, 5 
From prostrating themselves, their foreheads have 
become worn. The lord is not in the sacred bathing 
places, nor is the lord in Mecca. Whoever finds him is 
filled with brilliant light. 
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LYRICS 


Burn your prayer rug and break up your ablutions pot; 
do not pick up your rosary, your staff, or your stick. 
Lovers loudly proclaim, “Give up halal food and eat 
dead meat.” 3 

Your life has been wasted in mosques, while inside you 
are full of pollution. You have never performed with 
proper intent a prayer to God’s unity, so why create 
this loud clamor notv? 

Love has made me forget to prostrate myself to you. Why 
do you start this quarrel now? However long Bullha’s 
silence lasts, love drives me on with constant blows. 


20 

What 1 is this wonderful holy man called? At each moment 
he comes in many forms. 

Lanka and Mecca are mysteries of Sahadev,* who 
demonstrates that the two are one. 

Oh yogi, when you arc united with God, you give the call 
to prayer though you sound the conch. 

Do not distinguish devotees by their different devotions. 

The true devotee is the one who pleases you. 

Behold, God is openly revealed, whatever the pandit may 

then proclaim from the Veda. 

If you attend carefully, there arc no unbelievei s, whether 

they are called Hindu or Turk. 3 
Whenever I look, only he, only he exists. Bullha, the lord 

is contained in every color. 
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To whom shall 1 go and tell of this pain? Every pore of my 
body is marked by the wounds of love. 

The night has passed in yearning. My beloved does not 
know my pain. How should I know if I please him? 

My night will be spent sobbing. Laughter is like a noose 
around my neck. Besides death, there is also the 
laughter of the world. 

1 roam about, saying, “I am lost, oh, I am lost.” Who will 
console this lost creature? I appeal for help to my 
dark-skinned beloved. 

The pains of the world came to question me. My love does 5 
not come, my love does not go. To whom shall I go and 
tell of this pain? 

Bullha Shah says: Come home, beloved. Each moment 
that you come this way is a century for me. I sacrifice 
my body and soul, my possessions, and my life to you. 


22 

Study only the one letter alif 1 to gain deliverance. 

From the one a///come two, three, and four; then come 
thousands, lakhs, and crores. The numbers then 
become infinite. How strange the point of a single 
alifxsl 

Why study loads of books and put bundles of troubles 
on your head? Now your appearance is as grim as 
an executioner, and the way that lies before you is 
dreadfully difficult. 
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^ oitf, v=r ^ 

fcg f7~mr3 rws^r, htj few 7 fsr§ ow^d 1 h 

^t ^ gfe»r Tfr, ^j fnns w w Ht 

— U U — 

tTt? fy d^ Q<J 'g'rtl ^jfeM 7 TTT, fs^d did fdPH 7 HT fe’dcod 1 7T 


‘3H »rar ^t»r hhtW, 7TQ ?7 f^T? 7 W( ^ 

W fen tTB 1 7775 H^t' H, fsf§ W7> y[75§' tl^PT 1 
^ ffRF trd 77 oTZ\, fK?7? cTH cTd H3TB 7 
% f& TTftt, TJ7F ^jfe 7 grat W 
>>ra ^ Mfevre ftr? 77 tb! fe^f W3 xiret x 1 


^ <5^ wx^fw^ 


> S?5 3t?) t?t fcjof TpJH, Id of SoT3 Hr? HtTfe»T f* 
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You may remember the Qur’an by heart and become 
a Hafiz, 2 and purify your tongue with continual 
recitation. Then you think of the good things in life, 
and your mind wanders all over the place like 
a courier. 

Bullha, the banyan seed was sown and grew into a great s 
tree. Then the tree perished, and only the simple 
seed-’ was left. 


23 

All I need is Ranjha. 

We were betrothed before the time of Let it be, and it was . 1 
Ours is no stolen love. 

He goes with the buffaloes to pasture. Why am 1 kept back 
from the river glade? 2 

There is no one else like Ranjha for me. I keep pleading to 
make him return. 

The dark-skinned lovers’ eyes are lustrous. The fair girl’s 
shawl is bright red, 3 

Bullha, there is no difference between Aliad and Ahmad, 4 
only the little mystery of a squiggle. 


24 

My beloved has taught me a single dot. 1 
The letters 'ain and ghain 2 have the same shape. A single 
dot has created the havoc. 
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HHt F 1 feH HFF FH FF »f r fe>H T F 

FH 7 HF Ft TFH F 7 TO, R' HU feTPfHU uiF»r F 


RU 

feu rtc T3 f?H dlW HUFT F 

UU FUH 7 FF fdW'y* §, UF FF UFH fU»T HF 
HUT FHM FTF »{U T H + F, UF H 7 ^ fUH fF»T UH 7 
UTFFH UfF fuu FUFt F 


*t% HH 7 felHt' UfHfetF 7 , HH 7 V 7 HfHFU fFtffetF 7 
UU UHW HU HHFIF', feH MFF HHF 7? fcWFtF 7 
UtTT FF HUt ?t HUFt F 

FFffr FF FF »TF Ft, FTH HtH tFH UF Ft 
^HT %F FU P> UF Ft, FH 7 feu FTH fUFF UF Ft 
UtTt UF HUt Ut HUFt F 

M feu FFTH FfFFf UFF, feu FF 7 FUt UF F 
^THF FHF WH F, WF F?F F U UF ?> 

^ fefcw f?F fUF HUFt F 

HFHF »fFF FFfet F, fUF HHFt FHFUUjt F 
FFFfet F, tUU fFH F UF HFfet F 
f?f U’F HFt UF FUFt F 
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LYRICS 


To steal the heart of Sassi, 3 he came as Punnun the Hot. 
Kullha, the lord has no caste. 4 I have found Shah Inayat. 


25 

The whole thing 1 ends in a dot. 2 

Grasp the dot and quit counting, put aside the chapters of 
unbelief. Get rid of the torments of hell and the grave, 
cleanse the visions of your heart. It is in this house 
that the matter is found. 

It is for nothing that the forehead is rubbed upon the 
ground, and that through prostration the mihrab 3 
is displayed. The profession of faith 4 is recited and 
people are robbed, but it is not brought into the heart 
and understood. Can the matter that is true ever 
be hidden? 

Many become Hajjis and come wearing blue garments. 3 
They sell the Haj 6 and live on the coins they collect, 
but who can possibly be pleased by this? Can the 
matter that is true ever be hidden? 

Some go into the jungle or out on the rivers, some eat 
a single grain as their daily diet. Senselessly they 
exhaust their bodies and stay at home in a weak state. 
In performing austerities, their life ends for nothing. 

Take hold of the guide and become the creature of the 
divine; in ecstasy there is freedom from care. In lack 
of desire and lack of provisions, there is perfect purity 
in the heart. Bullha, can the matter that is true ever 
be blocked? 
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l.V HICS 


few fe=T Wf § 

few 7 ? >»r%feeg>ra, fet M7^ eg edg'd 
efe §Hg ggf fydH'd, fe<= 7 K' grr sfe § era 

u^U 3 feHH 7 F? gg, i^»rafed | y i eraefeg 
ferae g*?^ feewra, gfe dfdyd ggg 77 era 

gg gg feg nfefef gtfeH\ gg gg gg ?feg gg fee»r 
efe gra Sg gg gfe>r, ife fee §gra 77 gra 

M gg eg gfefeg Trgfe, fefe hhh uif' ggfe 

g^gre § ^g we gfe, t?fe imr gg gger 

vg gg ggw Te-re grara, ffe>g g*gr emp >ra 

t e^ y^ f rg ) gT^ fggH y»{T^ 

Y 5 tregfe, we fero-p era ggff 

^ few feg feg efe, 77^ 7 fe>e fee ggra 

gg hhh gg nefe, g^ gg ng e 1 gfe 
^ ee s gg ggfe, wgg gg grgg gfg>>pg 
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26 

That is enough of learning, friend. 

Your learning may he beyond reckoning, but all you need 
is alif 1 There is no trusting in life, which departs from 
us. That is enough of learning, friend. 

Reading and reading, you amass heaps of learning, with 
the Qur’an and the scriptures all around you. You are 
surrounded hy light, but there is darkness 2 within you. 
Without the guide, you have no awareness or clue. 

Reading and reading, you became a Shaikh of Shaikhs, 
who filled his belly and slept his fill. When it was 
time to go, you wept floods of tears. You drowned in 
midstream, neither on this bank nor on the far side. 

Reading and reading, you call yourself a Shaikh of 
Shaikhs, and from your house you devise tricky 
questions of the law. You eat by plundering the 
foolish, and make your obscure pronouncements. 

Reading and reading, you perform prescribed and 

supererogatory prayers, and shout out loud calls to 
prayer. You go up into the pulpit and deliver sermons, 
but your greed has dishonored you. 

Reading and reading, you become a mullah, then a qazi 3 
but God is content without all this learning. Your 
greed increases day by day, and your pious intent is set 
on profit. 

Reading and reading, you discuss legal questions every 
day, and you feed on doubts and queries. You preach 
one thing and practice another, being false within 
while seeming true on the outside. 
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xq few 7WH feafe fdl?a BTT Wa FTB 7 ? 
af »rtft>fe aaa to? far? a»fea avra 

SO fewf M? 7 ) ofafe a?, MfcfT ?'ri M? <5d 

^3 HH TTO 3 Wt a?, tjdT aa'Tft afe>T M»T3 

feFW' UE aafe ^H3, Bfe >X?a 33 fea ?HH 
few faaa a? fan wra, nw f?f3 a 7 faa a 7 ? 

few' kp»t at ora 1 ?, afe act asr aaf a 7 ? 
fer Pi a sfe an 1 ?, ?th oiH'yW aaa fexra 

aaa 7 few xrrfefe 3 ufw, aar aifex 7 

dirt f?aaa rt'ood a 7 ufex 7 , ^ra tbpx* &a y *0 a 7 ? 

aa ff aaa feaa a 7 ufw, afw ta ?aaa a 1 ?fa»r 
p? w a fea xtfex 7 , rra feft ' fad fefex 7 w 

arc 7 77 a 1 ^*) ?r tfe, xarw ?wi ?? xtmh a<af 
taa afex 7 few natf, ?vra xtna fet awa 
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Reading and reading, you think about the science of 
astrology, and calculate zodiacal signs, houses, and 
planets. You study incantations, spells, and exorcisms; 
you calculate the abjad '* and devise amulets . 5 

From learning, other confusions arise, and the sighted 10 

become quite blind. Holy men are arrested and thieves 
are released, and you are disgraced in both worlds. 

From learning, thousands of obstacles arise, and travelers 
are stuck on their journey. Struck by separation, they 
become sick at heart, and the load of parting falls on 
their heads. 

From learning, you get to be called “Reverend,” and 
hitching up your loose pants, you go to the market. 

You take your penny and wield the knife, so you are 
very fond of the butchers . 6 

Azazil 7 studied greatly, but he was the one whose hut was 
burned. He studied the collar of curses around his 
neck, and in the end he lost the game. 

When I studied the lesson of love, I beheld the ocean of 
unity and entered it. 1 got caught in its whirlpools, but 
Shah Inayat delivered me to the other side. 

Bulllia is not a Shia or a Sunni, neither a learned scholar 15 
nor a magician or philosopher . 8 He has studied only 
that inspirational knowledge 9 in which fl/i/'and tnim 10 
alone are needed. 
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fh ?rg ww 

^ we mw, rw vt»r 7 > ^ft fe^fm?>>r 
ddT ggi MHd fedH grnw, Rd^.d =t dfw yrm 

x^fet>>p ^ rr und>>r fex dx feira *^>d T 
dfd^ 1 fad 3 fetr »rd\ *fd x^h 

fre ■& vfat dfei, dxx fasra df rcfar ^rfel 
fd? »rxd T ws\, d?> xxd sfrd 1 wrc 

M W fcH'd' »f¥ d* offa 1 , d* HW XTTHd £ fad 1 

d=? ^ ddw* htt, dfe»r fans? ^n-m 

B&X* § fed? X Hffd^, Xdd 7 gr <fl<£ify»fT 

^=b 77 udt*r w fed' »rfe»r, ds do? rp>r htth 



B^dddddU ddfet, 77 cfd dd >>fa HHdf 
77 dddt ddt Xdt, sfe d TFd ^fdX ftf»TO 
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27 

The behavior of this love is perverse. 

When Ayub the patient 1 was affected by love, see what 
the beloved showed him. God filled all his veins with 
worms. It is impossible to describe the mighty one. 

Zakariya 2 was set on high, then at the moment when love 
sounded its drum, God put a sharp saw to his head and 
reduced him to such misery. 

When Yahya 3 stole a look, the mystery of love laid its knife 
upon him. God displayed the glory of his essence, and 
the dagger was reddened by his body. 

When God signaled with his eye, Mansur 4 drank the wine, s 
He mounted the gallows and obtained a vision of God. 
His love was made perfect. 

When love came to Sulaiman , 5 it made his ring vanish 
suddenly. His throne borne by the fairies did not 
return. He was in a sorry state as he fueled the 
furnace. 

Bullhe Shah, now it is better to be silent; do not be so bold 
here. It is no good speaking of “yours” and “mine.” 

Give up all these idle thoughts and fantasies. 
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HFtft' BF ft HBTF yftpft Ft, BB BB F f^B FD-FfFft PI 

( »w >hbp’ w Bfra HFftFft, l »f?7 »{fu>rp' fep fb>ttf§ 
‘w w ft ^ yd'feQ, feB ? 9 vr bhf ime§ Ft 

‘BTJH BBdW’ 7v3 BB 7 , BB BB ft ftt"B BftB BB 7 
ft ‘''HMlftAH'A 1 HBc?B 3B 7 , ftft WifB 1 fw ftof'fy& Ft 

f »HF§' ft ft 7? upftt, BTB H7JBT Ft ft HBFt BTFFt 
‘MHHB’ dl^'-jt FBJI, ftft ‘oPg H7F’ HB‘PQ Ft 

M BBBTB B BBFB HB’feQ, >HTBHF ft HBF BBftFt? 

?5f§f BB fF fBWfe§, ‘FFF1BB jgtfft’ HF'feG Ft 

‘FBFWBB’ feB ftftftl, ‘B^HMBH’ HHB feftet 
‘^£t Mrt.^rHyft’ BBft fttftFt, TBB ftcT UJBTF i-rfF^ Ft 

ft ?BFB iBH fwtF§, HTBJB § M7T3 BB 7 fy@ 
tft ft" ‘MBHftft’ WV BBftftft, feB Tjwt UB 3 dft'tftG Ft 


BF BHFS fefcrfFBf 7 , fttf BftF cO-PH HpftFBf 7 
‘^ft Bt ftftftf’ BB? FBftPBT, >HWB fFTBFF FFBFQ Ft 
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28 

Oh* girlfriends: 2 Now I have found you, beloved. You 
are contained in each and every thing. 3 

You recited the song of I am Ahad* the One. Then you 
decreed, 1 am Ahmad. Then you explained, lam 
an Arab without the A. 5 Then you took the name of 
Apostle. 

Then there is the face of God b reveals your light. You are 
manifest in each and every thing. The word Man 7 
refers to you. Here you have hidden your face. 

You came, and I did not come. You played the flute of a 
hidden treasure.* You said. Am I not?'* and desired 
testimony. There you announced. They said, “Yes.” 

Becoming manifest, you called yourself light. You made 5 
it present through Ahmad. From nonbeing you made 
being appear. You proclaimed. And I breathed into 
himA 0 

You wrote We are nearer. 11 You taught the lesson of He is 
with you. 11 You gave the command And in your own 
selves. 13 So what is this veil that you have put on? 

You filled the cup of oneness and gave it him to drink. You 
made Mansur drunk. You were the one who made him 
say, lam God. 14 Then you seized him and set him on 
the gallows. 

You removed your veil and displayed your beauty. You 
called Shaikh Junaid perfect. You created the ecstasy 
of There is nothing in my robe. 15 You made man the 
noblest of creatures. 16 
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TOH77' W? Wd'fyQ, 'W fHW‘d’ W ’JW 
‘ferw’ sra^3t xrfe§, feg ?th Md'FyQ ft 

M ' ~ ij 


hTO % feft to f 1 ng i??te' 
to* ^rtB 7 to 7 , 7 ? hto ^Ft ucr 

FF€ f^TOt TOT TO TO, f tf TO^ h 1 

tottI »p to, frofr ?rot' tr wIto to 
Fg TOte TOt’ feg ng, vtf? TOF 1 MTOt t" 

f? faf' to TO ttoh, »ru §ro totI to? 

3* fro w ttfror, w TOf fc>TOr ^ 

q f?y TO fw TO TOT, feTO TOFH fHB H 
F 1 ? feo'i ^rfro tot, §tot era toff f 7 
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Yo u made h i m remember 1 nd my’ have honored them . * 7 
You removed the veil of There is no God. You said but 
God , ,s and peeped out. Then you assumed the name 
of Bullha. 


29 

Because' of separation from my beloved, my body’s blood 
is filtered. 

Pains and sorrows have united. I have no in-laws or 

parental home. Bereft of sympathy, 1 lie at your door. 

You are the comfort of this suffering creature. 

1 take out my heart and chop it to pieces, but even this is 
not worthy of you. 1 have nothing else to offer, so just 
drink a cup of water. 

Why do these despairing eyes now weep? In the end, you 
were the one who put the noose around your neck. 

Now it has become difficult to escape, and this poor 
wretch has no recourse. 

Bullha, the lord is now thundering, and love is beating 5 

its drum by my head. After a few days’ stay in this 
herdsman’s hut, the drum is finally sounded for 
departure. 
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30 

ra 7 k Tryferar unj rara ?fr fra h§ Hraklk 
dfe tf tTFTt 'nVV raf 7 , kt fra Hold'll? 

raT rayff hh fvs, yra w yy k§ 
yy »rafe k 77V, v w fe, fyra mr kk 

fra fet'd 1 HFkk y\ fy§' raj yy feffei 
k§ fra ra fra 7 , fra rat fra rat 


rar fra y 7 yy y yy, k yf yy yy rat 
ra rara ray yra, rafra yfet rat 

M ra ray rafe 7 , fra tK 7 ra yfe 
>) ^ ra fe rai y 7 yfet, yra ray* yfe 


5S 

^ fra yyr yyryf' y 7 


^kfer, ute ra 7 y fyfe rafWr 
ypy >>ryy rar fyrara, yy rat raff' y 7 


kkf kifr yyy yyy, rara yyy fra 1 ijyy 
yfef fef rara w, yyfe ra yrrakf y 7 
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I must gn to my in-laws forever. Oh, gather round me, 
girls.* You too will have to experience God’s will. Oh, 
gather round me, girls. 

I am stuck inallkindsof awkward sufferings. My future 
woes I take with me; to whom shall I give the old ones? 

One thing I suffer is the separation from my girlfriends, 
like a crane 3 parted from the flock. All my parents 
gave me was a single blouse and a single scarf. 

When I saw the dowry they had given me, I wept floods of 
tears. My husband’s mother and his sisters mock me, 
and a grievous fate has overtaken me. 

Bullha, the lord is reported to be the veiler of sins. 3 Just let s 
this time be put off. If he acts with strict justice, I have 
no place. May he grant me a portion of his grace. 


31 

Bolls of cotton are all the same color. 

Warp, woof, bobbins, texture, shuttle, spools, and hanks— 
each one announces its own name, and has its separate 
place. 

AH the different kinds of doth— caunsl, 1 pain si, khaddar, 
dhotar, malmal, and khasa —are made of the same 
yarn. They come out of the cotton roll dyed in the 
ochre 3 color of the lord. 
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■ 


^w 7 trar ^u 7 srs, »rv »p-Rf ?tk w€k 
TTE ftjsp »TM, f^ 7 H’TTI 3 1 


y %3 Wri^'rt 1 , fs >M»r H 7 cT% H j 1 M 1 

§3 3TO' W, ftT fr gFFt' i? 7 

W hu gt ^F3 ^r ijgS', h 7 ^ tr g^ret vr 

Hfftt w HZJ’d 7 , 3^3 gg w 


33 

gy bvfh § urfHW 7 . 3*ft' hh f>rw cVH w<7 

Hfl?j Ft TT^fi sorer, nrer nwrer gugi 

IHt' 7? TT 7 ^ 

^ THtt HFf§ »B^ yr§, ^ f^ H'H 7 ^' 1 

^ Hft3 HtT? H 7 

f?f ^3 >Hf^fT 3U 7 , Hre? Kgft 3* UT313 5TO 7 

V33 7 »W gf 
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Girls wear rings and signets on their fingers, each with 
their distinctive names. You can say that they are all 
the same silver,-’ like the bangles and bracelets on their 
arms. 

The herdsman looks after sheep and goats, camels and 5 

buffaloes. He grazes donkeys on the rubbish heap. He 
is also a herdsman of cows. 4 

Why ask what the lord’s caste is? Bullha, be grateful for 
God’s mercies. If you desire the joys of spring, remain 
the humble servant of the Arain. 5 


32 

The lord has come to the show in disguise. Gather 
together and meditate on the name. 

The beloved’s charms cannot be concealed; the whole of 
creation is on fire with longing. Do not go far to look 
for him. 

Get together, girls, set up the spinning party, 1 and mingle 
with one another. Join together and sing a song to the 
beloved. 

Bullha, it is indeed a strange thing for a woman to start 
dancing with her veil on. 2 Remove the veil from in 
front of your eyes. 
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TO W^ 7 it? % fW/f, TTt TO KH 

»rir ut | FreW 3 *rv f^rer§‘ ty 

c^TTf 3 yw fTOfcP, K5T Q BPH 7 HF 

Mt V 7 & TO yt, ?7 33 t^ra b 7 ty 
M 3 Mi* tf yt fW3, TOT U 7 TOT to 

fw tot yjw hto ?tut, t to fypn 7 tot to 


3B 

^ >>r fro era fwfajjr, TO tot £ ppf niror 

TO ^fTTO TOj yfTO',^ y-FTO 3* M 7 H TOj TOi?' 
or^f^H'fd M 7 

fTO »r^T TFr^ t, TO 7 §H (To flfUTO ^ 

HM?t' ^ V^-'fd»T 

>> fTOt wer $ uret, it h 7 § to t ^ fTO 
TO ^od'sl' net wfTOr 

M H? ^ *ftTO ^ ggr ^ ttf^H 7 UtTO F 7 

toTO TOy Hiror 
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33 

Turn your face toward us, darling. Ttirn your face toward 
us. 

You are the one who has cast your hooks, it is you who tugs 
the line. 1 

Calls were received from the heavenly throne, and uproar 
broke out in Mecca. 2 

The Khcras 3 have taken me away in the palanquin. No 
pleading or force is of any use. 

Mother, if you are so fond of the Kheras, put someone else s 
in the palanquin. 

Bullhe Shah, we are not going to die. Oh, someone else is 
dead. 4 


34 

Come 1 to me, my dear beloved. The sufferings you have 
caused have killed me. 

You have retreated far, far away from us, and have come to 
stay at Asal. 2 What fault 3 has made you forget Kasur? 

My beloved is strange, but he is the one I love. Will you, 
who possess so great a following, 4 please understand? 

With everyone after their own thing, the daughter has 

robbed her mother and taken whatever she owns. The 
twelfth century 5 has come with gaping mouth. 

The door of doom and torment has opened, and Panjab 5 
is in a bad state. It has been struck by fear of the pit 
of hell. 
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■gw hu ftu wu»r^Ht, ftgt VHtft utj yy^H) 

— <j ■“ * — 

fert'fed UHUH ?TO fedfe^ 


3M 

UH few eft Wf, WW'fee* fjf VU* 

w feuu v% uFtft, %yn feu vu ufegr 

vt fh uu (ret, ft hu uu tut 

?J% uh hm uu feut, ftuu v vug Hfegn 

VS VU , HtT?j $ %U?T yrf 

fHflKOT h^', 7feT feg vu uraw 1 


fenv uur ft Hut, ?fet tu ire tfet 

^ ufef 7 Vt»p ug vut, yfe*fr feg gg fggrggp 

4 HTT?j vt HTH Ffg tftnp, HU VfV »PU77 vt»T 
VU ft ftt Ht»T, HUU ft V fd'ddl 1 

f*? HU few ft ftgr, fjft S tft HfeT ftar 

ftu lyg gig ug gu\ ftp fftu VU sfeUT 
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Bullha, the lord will come to my house. He will extinguish 
the fire which blazes inside me. With everv breath 
I have remembered Inayat. 


35 

Listen 1 to the game of love. How could angels be content? 
Here in the assembly the pain of love proclaims its 
challenge. Let us see who will lose. 

Now, as I search for the beloved, my eyes have filled with 
blood. 1 have stripped off my blanket and dance, 
making him hurl astonished looks at me. 

I ask about an auspicious moment and go, hoping that 
I may get to see the beloved and embrace him. 
Otherwise he himself will make me pass from this life. 

I have died from the sword of love; there is no essential 
duality. I have died crying, “Beloved, beloved,” and as 
I die he will remember my spirit. 

I have sacrificed my head in my search for the beloved, 
and have drunk the wine of my blood. I have used my 
arms to sew my shroud, and he will lay me down in the 
grave. 

Bullha Shah, it is my love for you that has captured my 
heart. Gome and visit my house, and let us see who 
will sacrifice his head. 
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H ^drd'd »TO VTO, A »TO 

WW F 7 §U 'f^rT ^TO, tTO »T¥ TTCTO 

SW A 3TfTO FTO Trot, >TO ?TO A FTO 

Hfe»T FcT A feH dJFdl, A # fTO ffW 7 ? 7 
fegr w fHc? fro u 7 A, Ror § feroro 
tTOTJ fej HW roA, TTOPH 7 A' ro>TO 

fer tT 7 tfHFt §77 t, A H?J HMd'dl»f 

TO % to ? 7 f«§ A i\, fro Aro § »ror»r 
ftf ¥% f§c 7 fe*ro, A§ tte 7 »rot»r 
%t TO HU^ TTH, feof H' fee? TTOF 


TOt % TO ^fTW glF 7 , fe ?7 F 7 HH 

U — 

A f »TOt tf fTO tftfTO, XI3 H HTH Md'yf 
^yf^ZtJjHWW Hfe»T, fa3 fo?f fTO 7 rTPt 
^H3W3 »TOt, Ug? dR'^l »TO 

y IB 3i§t A' fro tretro, f§t wt Frot 

fere 7 HTJd 7 §f §5, 3 A A UJF »TOt 

Ht w% A w rott, *rot Trot 

TO fro >TOHH T §f, At iffePtf 7 77 tTO 
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Those traders* have come. Mother, those traders have 
come. They deal in rubies, and call out their wares. 

Rubies and ornaments make fair companions, Mother; 

I will take them with me. When I heard their cries, 

I thought that I too would get some rubies. Wearing 
one or two in my ears, I will show them off to people. 

Then they will know that this is a girl who has rubies, 
and they will be attracted to her. 

Finally 1 went and stood beside them, telling them what 
I desired. “Oh brother ruby men, I too have come to 
buy ruhies.” They display caskets full, and I am filled 
with desire. She secs how lovely all the rubies look, 
each better than the other. 

“Oh brother ruby man, tell me what the price is.” “If you 
have come to buy rubies, let your head be removed 
from your body.” “I have never suffered the prick of 
a needle, so how can I give you my head?” Helplessly 
she returns home, where her neighbors come to 
question her. 

“When you went to buy rubies, you strode out so s 

confidently. What bead did you bring back home from 
there, girl?” “The rubies were heavy and I was light, 
and had only a token payment in my hem. 2 Heavy 
rubies are priceless; I did not manage to pick any up 
from there.” 
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gret feufeuur 7P wk fefer 
few 77 Tun 77 5 r?t, uf trg?> uwt 
>f nut ynufe ferr, wu* § fewt 
ftTH HUJ U HW & fe fey, H HUJ HU 77 Wfe 

W& UUlfe tTtra tfet, feu BTW fefe feufe 
fetffewfey § fefg^T, HK cTUU §U Hfe 
¥>j nut tp cf% u 1 tru 1 , §u ^muu feu ^'U 
raufefep ufefer tto feuwru, fufe um wufe 



33 

Ufef TUWU UUt HU UUU Ut, UU ftt feTHM 1 77 wk 
UU feu ufe»P UU UU £fe, HU fetfWfe 

HUfe u 0 fe Ufe, feu WU'U ffW% 

HUfrfe' feu WU 1 ^, HU UHUt Ufef 

^ itfet feu fw w\ fefe feu feu wufe 

^fefe 7 uufu fefel fey, y i fed tfe 77 >>pt 

^wfe»r u 3uu ufet, >uw ufe nuufe 

!= 0 

M feu? HUU ffepfe, fefej few HUfe 
^T UUt’ t fefe»f fefe ?gT gpjU ufe 
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LYRICS 


I do not know how to buy cheap glass, but went to buy 
rubies. I had no cash in my hem, nor any credit, and 
I went set to make a loss. 1 looked like a fine strapping 
girl when I went to pick up the rubies. The lord who 
was supposed to buy them and give them to me 
disregarded me. 

Picking up rubies, you have become thin. Who can decide 
what this means? When I asked them the price, they 
named a heavy one. I have never suffered the prick of 
a needle, but they told me to sacrifice my head. The 
girls who went to buy rubies had their heads removed. 


37 

The 1 handle of my spinning wheel has got loose, so now 
I cannot spin. 

Now the day is well advanced, when will my beloved show 
his face to me? The wheel shaft keeps getting twisted. 
Who will fetch me the blacksmith? 

Oh blacksmith, get the kink out of the spindle, it does not 
let the thread run properly. It sways about all the time, 
so how can it produce balls of yarn? 

I have no waxed thread to fasten the washer, and I cannot 
find the connecting string. There is no grease on the 
leather straps, and the driving band keeps squeaking. 

My friends call me to spin in the spinning party, but the 
pain of love beats its drum. I do not have a stick to 
twist the cotton rolls, and the calf cats the bunches 
of carded cotton. 
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vrcft feu femr nut u, uu ufeu fsm § ufe 

feu tjtu §3 ^ wffr>r, me 7 fen trw ws w? 

*nra utr »ru fnn uu, uu ?him' ufe 
3 hu* u 7 ora fa»r w, u hu >t§ uth w% 


3t 

u 7 ^ wu hu § ura, mu 7 ufe 7 nrat hst 

UHMTU 7 

U HUT U*U Ut treW, HU 7 Wtt uuw w 
^nut WU MU § WE, HU T1TU feu <?HU Hop 
^ tPrff fe% Blfet, pfu UU §WP 
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The hcloted has taken the huttnlocsoi.it to pasture, so now 
who cares to spin? My eyes are drawn to wherever my 
beloved is; my heart races to the river glade. 

Now my only plea is that he may come and meet me. Who 
will go as my intermediary? I will have spun a hundred 
maunds 3 of thread, Bullha, if the lord embraces me. 


38 

Hajjis go to Mecca. 1 My Mecca is my beloved Ranjha. Oh, 

1 am crazy. 

My betrothal is to Ranjha. My father pressures me harshly. 
Hajjis go to Mecca. My Mecca is having my bridegroom in 
my house. 

Tiie hajji is within, the ghazi 2 is within. The burglar and 
the thief are within. 
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fera ^ra ^ <t5th -dw^'di 1 

cJTtt fnd U 1 yd0 <Y , <£c: l $dr 

fen WH3 6^H‘rt1 kS', H?> H6 1 ^d1 1 

W 1^3 H 3 T 33 T fw%, iff dfHH fe¥^W 
»T^ H 3 frra 3 ^, dfd! oft y^M'^dl' 

<ra wfe»r tt? ^Jt, *r ^rg wz Gi'^'di 1 
%3 77 nr ^3 WTT 3H, TWt tT3 Wd'^'dl 1 
3^ W sr fed rrai H 3B f fiTST 3^ dd^W 


trrff cra^t trft wn, uw ^dd'3 1 H 

tH 3HW 3Z 3 f-rf^'d, dfdT tfa W H 
^rar 3TR h ^rra tth, idi^dr 



M 33 3)331 H% 3^, 33 333 3H T 33 3 1 
V H3^ ^3 3, 33 3^ ?7 TBrat W ^ 
ftrat 33 3U3dftdT T&&, 3^ 33^ Gi'^'dl 1 

*33 33 W? 3t3, W W Wdl'fw 3t 
33T3t »T33 tf&, 33t itg df^f^dT Ht 
we 7 tf13K3 1 333, dfy^ 1 dry yo ' 35 r 
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LYRICS 


39 

You turn your face from a fakir’s life, but how long will 
your authority run? Wearing a shroud 1 and with bare 
head and feet, you will look quite different tomorrow. 

You have been led astray by your carnal appetites, but 
in the end you will have your head shaven. At the 
crossing place the constables will demand the toll, 
so say: what good deeds will you have to show? When 
things become very difficult for you, what account will 
you give then? 

You did not recognize other people’s rights, so you will 
suffer the burden of what you have enjoyed. You will 
not return to pay recompense, and you will let your 
precious field be stripped. By gambling on the world, 
you will lose the coins you had won. 

The rule of the city of love is that actions bring their own 
rewards. If you suffer hell here, my dear, then ahead 
the joys of spring lie open. Sow saffron to produce 
saffron. If you sow garlic, you will be deceived. 

Practice earning, brother, for this is the time to earn. 5 

When you throw a seventeen, 2 it is no time to bet on 
losing the game. When the game is lost, the pieces are 
put away, and you will shut up shop with no winnings. 

You live off your capital and chew betel, dressing your 
body in fine clothes. You tilt your turban 3 to one side 
and strut about with your slippers stuck on the front 
of your feet. Reared for death like a goat, you will get 
yourself slaughtered. 
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etfew gee gee eg, efee § »feT te 7 e 
& & eee ^re f wwt', ee tw 7 fee 7 e 
fee eg e 7 wdie gg fe, eg et W efe'di 1 


egg yegg gg fee e\ gyeg fgfe ege 7 e 
ggggfgfe gera w^, tgfegee fee gee 7 e 
egg fegg e 7 teg egg 7 , ggj g fee wefeen 

eg Hereof 7 ?th gfet' e.Hne ernet e 
e% gg gge gt eei, Mgt lnol fee get e 
»re get ee fed ge eet, >eet fg»r gewfeeT 7 


=io w w get fee 7 , gg fee fgfe ee et 
efe gee 7 fee* gfet, ewr >>re gwe et 
fee e wee 3 eet' wee 7 , egg grg wefeer 7 


fee fegftw TFe 7 et fe, ?pw ?? get efedi 1 
fer ggtw 7 ee 7 fgee 7 , efe et ye »ffeer 
efee eee eeiw fee eee, feg te 7 gfeer 


ge 7 efetee eet e get, ye ge tew fe wfedi 1 
fee e 7 ee eee e feeee, »rug e 7 He efeer 
e e ee nee 3 nfer, nee e 7 few gfeer 
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LYRICS 


Dwelling here is like a stay in a herdsman's hut-the place 
to live in lies ahead. Collect your gifts and send them 
to that home, now is your opportunity. You will not 
find anything there, you will have to take everything 
from here. 

Study the lesson of loving only him. Why do you drown 
yourself for no reason? You keep reading stories and 
troubling your brain, but why get stuck in the mire? 
The letter of love has a single dot, 4 so why load up 
trains of camels with your books? 

When dying of hunger, the name of the lord is the one 
thing that is of benefit. Both heaps 5 are full of stones, 
making this a difficult trip. When things get really 
difficult for you, what will you tell them then? 

Mother, father, daughter, son—ask them why they are 
crying. Women, girls, sisters, brothers—all come and 
stand as your heirs. It is they who rob, not you; after 
death it is you who will let yourself be robbed. 

You must go quite alone, no one will go with you. Your 
family and kinsfolk weep and beat themselves, asking 
if you will return by the way you went. You will find 
your permanent abode dwelling in the wilderness 
outside the city. 

Let me offer some weighty advice for anyone listening 
to take to heart. The dead will arise on the day of 
resurrection, but a lover will not die. You will discover 
the value of dying, if you die before you die. 6 


il 


10 
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LY fUCS 


w ufi hu 7 f 7 h 7 Huwt utufr 
^rfuet t uu stu3T ttuT, tu ituft 
u^ Tff3»r tf »rar%, tputtfw tfi^'ai 1 


H i T7t »7t hut, %§ u^u yo'^ ! di 

ftTHf FFU 7 »T3H ft, t§ »TF faw^dl 
irot ft f HUH oU-Tf, ft utw UTH M'tdl 1 

w fnu di-^yW »?uth, >m^3 w Bf 7 ^ u 

3WU HU HU U3t»r §3, HU H#Ul »m H 

*ra ut re ft^fuu ut, 3 Mre 7 Htd'tdi 1 


re 7 hu ft reft ^ re, fer fuu Mw Ft 
HU UHt sft HUftt, U 7 re?T UUdd >>pfe>>r FT 
^ufenp MU >HH3 UTFt^Ft, U U 773 4tT'td7 
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LYRICS 


If you take the path of righteousness, you will find the 
protection of Muhammad. 7 It is people who talk but 
do not act who will weep. Now who will wake you as 
you sleep? You will be sorry when you do wake up. 

If you do as we say, we will seat you on a throne. We will 
unite you with the one the whole world is looking for. 

If you become abstinent and practice abstinence, you 
will embrace the beloved. 

You have uselessly wasted your life for nothing, and you is 
have destroyed your existence in the world to come. 

With your unceasing greed for the world, your face 
has grown pale. Even now, though, listen. If you 
repent, you will be called a lover. 

Bullha, if you mean to go the lord, then go, what are you 
delaying for? Why dither when the summons has 
come from the land where you belong? Reading the 
letter 8 has made you go out of your mind, but all this 
weeping will destroy you. 
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80 

fcjH T^jt' HHHH 1 ?? 
r*diHd =l ^FT 

Htft 7? ?njt <JH Tiffrr 
^75 or KW FfrvP 

fy ?T Tvdt UH f* 

W ?TUt UK cfrl 


ft* ?? ?jft‘ ^JH UHH 
ftTH ??^jt nH ^7TB 

y wt 7 ? Tyrant 7 ? 

y?J oft gr^j <7 ^t 

fg3H*fr 

^dc< ^HA ff^PcTT 


8^ 

sJ^fa^wr f »pfeM T ff h?> fi* 


i 3 h^ ff f? feocr^Q, wf; ^ff fHhpfew f 
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40 

I 1 am not a Hindu, nor a Muslim. I have forsaken pride 
and become unsullied. 

I am not a Sunni, nor a Shia. I have adopted the path of 
peace toward all. 3 

1 am not hungry, nor am I full. 1 am not naked, nor am 
I covered. 

I do not weep, nor do 1 laugh. I am not ruined, nor do 
I flourish. 

1 am not a sinner, nor am 1 virtuous. I do not know about s 
the path of sin and merit. 

Bull he Shah, the mind that is fixed on God leaves behind 
the duality of Hindu and Turk. 3 


41 

Now, love, you have come to us. You have come and we 
are happy to see you. 

You had Ibrahim thrown onto the pyre.' You had 

Zakariya’s head sawn. 2 You had Yusuf hawked from 
stall to stall. 3 Tell us what you have brought for us. 
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UU*fei? f HHH ut tfW §WU Wd'feG 
HWT § >TOHU dd'feG, ^TU U5 UU' >f t& U^U^U U 

feTT WB HU 1 %U Ufe»f, H 7TW ^W ^few UU ufe»T 
uu u 1 ^ §ft 3 B hu ufe»r, sru fen ufw to HMd'fe^r tf 

Kw hu u tob?? 3ratt, ^rsT hw »ruuu ^rufe 
vbh utro to sfefe, few wu 7 ™ wfe»r tF 


83 

uu fen gt' »nr irLffetro 

faH HW* U 1WU tf, fo!i? KcTB ^t=T UHH if 

fen toh tofft ufe tr, feu kb fewer wuifetro 

ff >fet tr fe M tr, feu »fe 3 hm fer uut tr 
feu ^ut 4t»o £ wut tr, ^But § tob esufetro 

fet UHB BTO vfefr, dVSdl 

fet »tuh tot ub >Kfeui f sfet vrt' ?T fw Hferro 
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You had the pigs grazed by Shaikh Sanaan. 4 You had 
Shams* hanged upside down and flayed. You had 
Mansur 6 put up on the gallows. Now you have 
determinedly attacked me. 

The house that you have visited has been on Are and 
turned into a heap of ashes. Only when the ash flies 
away are you satisfied. Tell us what you have set your 
heart on. 

Bullha, for the sake of the lord, let us make the body the 
furnace, the mind the anvil, and love the hammer to 
beat the iron of the heart that is melted in the fire. 


42 

Who are you hiding yourself from now? 

Sometimes as a mullah you give the call to prayer, 
sometimes you tell of religious practice and duty. 
Sometimes you utter appeals to Ram, sometimes you 
put the tilak 1 on your forehead. 

This “I” may be mine or yours, but in the end it is a heap 
of ashes. This heap has been surrounded by the 
beloved, and it is set to dance. 

Sometimes you will put on a nose ring and topknot, 
sometimes you will put on a costume and dress up. 
Sometimes you will come as Adam and Eve. Can you 
ever be mistaken, even by me? 


LYRICS 


« WTF3 W V 7 ^, »TV f 3 tH Mrl ' feG 

rraT t >nn^ T fra’fyQ, f%F ww h ura w3t^ 


f\ w& nwr ^rre 7 ft, Hfe»f 3 »rar i-ra^ 7 tr 

tffe’H 7 tW ^e 7 1, H3 Kfe»r § k 7 ^ oW'yltf' 

ra-dd'y * k wt, Kep fh 3 tth ?tr%' 

33 f 7 ^ u 7 ^ j*t%, ^ru 3m ^d'ylt 11 

Wigg HH 7 t »ffe»f H, 3TF HWf F^fF^H 7 F 
H3 7 Ffa?> F 7 ^ t^fF** 7 H, fc§ Wi HU 7 HF W3\ F 7 

H^cfr' M‘ 3 Ff ft, >t§ zra tt 7 Frft FrrfF n 

hf »ry >>p£f ft, ¥U >k t v n »rv s^rFTe 7 


^o VT^Wt ^Hidfi, (FFfFFT U 3 

H3 $3 BFt W, fet'^WTS 1 TFFtF 7 


^ fen yg ffh JHtu 7 ff,3ftj _ o(lo( fn^t t'fRrtr 

3f HFt f^tff ff 7 3, M fff fHFF ff H'yld 1 

^ W^Ffe 7 , FF M3 WV ^wte 7 

1 u 

^MKf >xff y^'yld 1 ,3 W3^ fspH 7 ydM'yld ; 
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LYRICS 


You set up your camp outside in plain view, and it is s 

you wiio beat the drum with a loud beat. You made 
yourself known to the world; then you raced to the 
house of Abdullah. 3 

Whoever searches for you dies before he is dead. 3 Even 
after death he tears you, in case the dead arc killed and 
slaughtered. 

In Bindrabaiv you take the cows to pasture. You sound 
the conch when attacking Lanka. 5 You come as a hajji 
from Mecca. I low amazingly your appearance 
is varied. 

Mansur" came to you; it is you who seized him and made 
him mount the gallows. 1 le is my dear brother, born 
of the same father. Blood money for my brother 
should be paid. 

You are in all guises, you appear to me everywhere. It is 
you who are the wine and you who drink it. You are 
the one who makes you taste yourselt. 

Now 1 will remain with you. 1 will not lose heart and run 
away. I will tell all your mysteries. Why am 1 not to he 
embraced? 

I low wonderful, t lie one so favored is indeed just like you. 

It is a reliable tradition that salvation is to he attained 
through your look of kindness. 

If the garden is planted in the flames, you display yout sell 
from the lire pit. When Ahad is made from ahf,' botv 
is the hidden revealed? 


73 








LYRICS 


Bwt »f?5 T h^wb ir, BHt' »fm mub niwB tr 
M’v mhbh *ru MpfeB b, »fb w hbb ^ re-fe i td 1 

feBBBB RW Bfet B, fet HBB 3 gfe ? T »f3t B 
fsra 3BT yO'tdd BFBt B, »TV »fVB T BBB B MF'fe 1 

»TB WTg tB ^d'feQ, 5T77H Hgt 3 fedlW ' feQ 
TO BtH Tie BB'feQ, feB §BB 3MB BB’ B l M 1 

“as u 

3 ‘JHfMAWA’ MFBm 7 FT, 3* »FU § UW SB^BM 7 Ft 
few 33* 3BB BB T fe>H T Ft, T33 7W SW MPBIB' 


fWHBBBHBt TO 9, BB HB3 77H 3^3 B 
felt »T3 fera TT3 B, BB >tf 1W 77 TBBfe 1 
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BF ft WfW HBB 7 STB, ftTH B BHB B 1 3T3M BfBB 

BB MBB feof few nt, 77 373? ^Bt BtBB Ht 
^ ^ 77 >)fWT jfy 77 flfgrg § 77 oftPB 
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lyrics 


You are friend, God, lord, and master. It is you who are 
your own devoted follower. It is you who are the 
creation and the creator. It is you who causes good 
deeds to be performed. 

Sometimes you are a thief, sometimes a sometimes a 
preacher who climbs into the pulpit, sometimes Tegh 
Bahadur, 8 the warrior for faith. You are the one who 
causes your army to attack. 

It is you who had Yusuf 9 imprisoned, you who had Yunus 10 
swallowed by the fish, you who put the worms into 
Ayub the patient, 11 then caused him to ascend the 
throne. 

If you taught the lesson of the word man, 12 then you 
hid yourself well. You made the heart embrace the 
fourteen spheres. 13 Thus this lengthy debate is 
created, 

Bullha, you are dearly recognized; lord,you are 

apprehended through every form. Here you come, 
here you go. Now you cannot he mistaken by me. 


43 

Now I have seen the fair beloved, whose beauty is ahwi) s 
in such demand. 

When Ahad alone existed, no divine gloiy " as manifest. 
There was no Lord or Prophet or Allah, no Almighty, 

no all-powerful God. 


15 
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tMTT Ht, m 

77 ^ (■Ty?^ Ht, gp7 ^?5 Ut^ra 

fiWTT yfUt5 VfT^ »f r fe>)'f T , »ftJH ?7H TTd'fyJX 7 

»ra? 3 h? »ffuH^ »ff^>r, gf5f»r ??gf»r ^ iTd^'d 

M ‘ITJ’ fep \dM^6’ wfof, H H^fe»r 
»fUi? £ f%U KtH dwr«*>r, 3 i sfte 1 urrd 

dtj y h1 3 dH y 3 .d'cV, tidrfl dd 1 7) 1 dtrl' rf'<V 
fW fdPtf* If cTJ-Thf ddl'cV, t Ug iTO ^ Mind'd 

vtd Q.didd fdH % y dB, fS7TR HH T f8^ Hi-lti of ddi 

fHH ^HVF 3 §3 TT3 3 ^\ ^J Hdof'd 

§H § FrfW»r tTO, H 7 ? ^hIA wfVbf 7 7^ 

W3 fe^'fdd %3 '%3't, 3 i W H3 fg' Hd'd 
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^ fff ^ V&Z, A 7S 3VZ\ ?ft f? ^ 

fiyof w ^ffe^r Trfe»r 

W3 tT>fW foff&hf, '^dtfd irfe»T fy 
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LYRICS 


He was without parallel or analogy, without likeness or 
comparison. There was no spectacle or model; now 
there are thousands of things of all kinds. 

The beloved came to put on various clothes; he called 
himself Adam. From Aliad he turned himself into 
Ahmad* and came as the leader of the prophets. 

He said Let it he and caused and it was 2 to he said, making 
form from formlessness. He mingled the mini into 
A had, and created this vast expanse. 

i abandon the mosque, I abandon the idol temple. 1 do 
not keep I lindu fasts, nor do l observe Ramadan. 

I have forgotten ablutions and prayers with two 
prostrations . 3 1 sacrifice my life to you. 

Saints and prophets are his slaves. Men and angels 

prostrate themselves to him, laying their heads at his 
feet. He is the greatest overlord of all. 

No one tv ho wishes to see him can do so without an 

intermediary. If Shah Inayat reveals the secret, then 
all mysteries are solved. 


44 

Now who can recognize me? Now I have become 
something else. 1 

The guide taught me this lesson. There is no coming or 
going of the other there. The absolute being displays 
his beauty. Divine unity has created confusion. 
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»TTO TJ t OTRW, WTP5 TOTS feW5' 

frara 7 77 vra 7 <roforoft, fro fraiw ydi^ 1 Fra 

fw w ra>ro fern, hto toto ra nd^'P, 
to $ ra^ %y ^ raro, to 7 kt to rarer rara 

1W * ""■ u — 


BM 

trat TOraft offa ‘frolHW’ 

~ u 

cTO TOt oft (JH?) ^t, TO TOt 'fewf 

rarar ddftwl §rat fewir, ra fiM ra% ‘to 7 few’ 

'totb fedTycW’ kfeH to, Tfefer ^ w? to 
‘2r^ to 7 ’ rat rsfera to, ‘w frora trow’ 

‘^ro»rarara’ yftTO TOret, ‘to »rara TreTO sft to 
TOrat 

‘toh toTO ^ft ran nraret, fera raranra raro % 

— US 5 £ U 

M ^ra^TOv^'yfdft, »rfera ra to TOrat yffraft 

^ra 7 ^rar^ rad tot Tfraft, ^ra toto * tow ’ 

£ ^r^?fr j raft ftrat TOf, ‘^rorot’ ut»r t fdyQ' 
utM 7 1 k to to ra 7 ^, TO kt»r ‘tttoTO’ 

s' — u 
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LYRICS 


Infinite at first, the beloved appears as manifest and 

hidden, I have no name or mark anymore; all dispute 
and confusion are ended. 

When the beloved displays his beauty, drunken fakirs 
become intoxicated. Now that I have observed the 
graceful movement of the wild geese, 2 Bullha, I have 
forgotten the motion of the crows. 


45 

I will play IIoli, after saying bismillah. 1 

I wear the name of the Prophet as my jewel, and the 
words but God 2 as my pendant. He is the one who 
operates this colorful show, from which the lesson of 
annihilation in God 3 is learned. 

When the beloved said , Am I not your lord?* the girls all 
removed their veils. With the words They said, “ Yes, 
they said, There is no god but God. 5 

He played the flute of IVeare nearer, 6 and called out 
Whoever has known himself. 1 Then there is the face 
of God s tvas loudly proclaimed in the court of God s 
Apostle. 

I will humbly fold my hands and fall at his feet, and in my 
helplessness I will entreat him. As my Holi offering, 

1 will fill my lap with the light of Muhammad, may 
God’s blessing be upon himP 

I will make Then remember me my Holi, and I will delight 
my beloved with And be thankful to me. 10 Such is the 
beloved to whom I am sacrificed, glory be to God. 11 
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MHM.didV/’ 3T 33 futW'dl, ‘wuhW fu»7 33 33 
>73t 

5Ht 37 33 H 7737 53 H3>r3 ‘HHH 1 ’ 

% 33 3t3KH3tt, ‘H 7 fdM'O fiJrtH 1 ’ 

U — r= u 


8£ 

33 33 77 ts 33, SHt 773 333 UT3 33 

3 V3t 333Tt, 3* ^gft KW 77 333lt 
S ?fo»7 ^ 3 77 333TT, 3* 377 >7337 33 33 

T33 3T.dWd H t f€7i W&, 33 3 33 77 faf 3335 
33 3T3 H3 M33 77H, 33l f3§ 33 3HT 3T3 33 

>7 TU§ 33 3T3t' WT 77 §5 ^33^ »73t>J7 

fe?5 33 3 3^ K3 T 3t»7, 77 »7H V3 33 33 

M 3 33T f%33T H'idll, 3 s " f3H 37*t 77 373311 
§3 H3 § T3? dtyfdTt, 33 Pi 333* §t H3 33 

H3 77W3W 33T 3373 fit, §377 33 773; 17H fit 
f 03 faf WP fit, tT §3 7WH 33 33 
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l.Y RICS 


The syringe l= was filled with the dye of God 1 * and was 
squirted on the face of God the eternal, 1 * The light 
of the Prophet proceeded from God* the light of 
Muhammad, wav God's blessing be upon him. Bull ha, 
the fame of the lord is loudly proclaimed: There is no 
god hut C Uul. 


46 

Spin, my girl, do not idle. Take off your hall of yarn and 
place it in the basket. 

If you spin rolls and rolls of yarn, you will never wander 
naked. If for a hundred years you do not spin, the crow 
will swoop and attack you, my girl. 

If you spend your days in obliviousness* h you do not spin 
and accumulate something, then without any virtues 
when your lord is beside you, how will you be saved, 
my girl? 

Your parents have tied your knots, 1 but you have still 
not become aware. The days are few, but you have 
wasted them in enjoyment. You will not return to your 
parents’ home, my girl. 

If you go without a dowry, you will not please anyone, 

I low will you delight your lord when you get there? 
Take some guidance from the fakirs, my girl. 

Your companions have had their dowry clothes dyed and 
are wearing their red outfits. Why have you gone the 
wrong way? When you get there, you will realize the 
true state of tilings, my girl. 
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tff HU TO >HTO PP%, TO 7 TO TO 
dRT ddt 3* dTH HdFt, ddf dH TOft dd TO 


SO 

TOt>tfTOf »TO UM'Sd'l 

ft" ddfd feUT dTd sft»F d, TO vt»P t TO TO>F fj 
§d Vk H Hd 7 dfaf 7 t, iffaf 7 vfrjf 7 H dd5 ft-fH d ' &dl 

S" ^‘rtl ^JFd 5 3d', 5 3'3t > H n 4 dtHd 3d 1 

d Pfddd TOT TOPfd 53*, ¥3 HHt dTO -d^'Gdi 

fl" TOJTt TO ddf HfTOP ffr, U7TO 3* &5 3 dfd»F t 
Htf W3t oPH ?F fef t, dPdt HTO ‘»fddTd 1 dd'Gd l 

q ^ >TOdd TO d TO, MdT flTd fTO TO 3 7TO TO 
tSW ddTd d dfdPP TO, TO Wd dt ?TOT TOF^dT 

fro »PTO d 7 TO TO 7 tr, W d d 3 TO dd 7 3 

fel tT? d fa dd tr, feH TOT d 7 fdT TO^dT 


82 
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Bullha, if the lord comes home, your bangles and anklets 
all look fine. If you possess good qualities, he will 
embrace you. Otherwise you will weep tears of blood, 
my girl. 


47 

Will' you ever call me your own? 

I am without merit; what virtuous action have I 

performed? My body is the beloved, my heart is the 
beloved. It is the beloved who is my life. Will you 
come to me as beloved to beloved? 

As the transitory, I make myself distant. As the enduring, 

I make myself ever-present. If like Mansur-1 make 
things very clear, will you seize me and make me 
mount the gallows? 

I am awake, but the whole world is asleep. When it opens 
its eyes, it gets up and weeps. Intoxication is the only 
thing that works. Will you ever make me drunk on 
Am J not? 3 

When you became unstruck, 4 you set your two eyes at 

them. Hundreds of thousands laid down theii scvci cd 
heads before you, and the ocean billowed with waves 
of delight. Will you make the river of my blood flow? 

Docs any lover sleep peacefully? We have wept copiously 
and bathed our face in tears. Is it magic or a spell that 
you will use to turn this suffering into pleasure? 
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fe^tf 7 IHd fd Wc* FtjtJ'ddr, F<od fa^H 7 Ml Hi tad'S'ddl' 
gg fire- fgg ^ar, gg vrt tK grp^ft 

P w^ 7 h?j wg gfrf 7 , »r¥ sr >*w iwg sfb>p 
gar h 7 ^ gg wg cfr^H 7 , fe>jr H3 cr ?th g wQdi * 

WFP f foPH 7 oflSdl', H 7 J g 7 ^ 7 TTtT 7 tftedl' 

forgte ^?>tfag tTiHdi 1 , yg ^-rg 7 wr yd'Gdi 

^° flf m 7 ^ wg nfer tr, t gw Rriw 7 tr 
Htf gg fovfeg Jjffw 7 1, w 7 »rg w&di 

Wgg £ %yg tr§Hi, foy »ofor £ gwGdi 
^foa 3wff fojyt, W ITU fcsfe Ufg J>r^gr 


Bt 

»r fi-rw fyatT ggfo § 

forr? fgtTregig wst § 

^ ^Et forg ferfox 7 $f, frra w gftiH nfo § 

^ ? T wt>H 7 wuj ww grEfrx 7 , FrgW 7 ?w ygft § 
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Say, what secret will love ponder? Then what will happen 
when it decides? When the head has been sacrificed 
on the gallows, will you later bang the drum? 

I have made my heart a kebab. I have turned the liquor of 
my eyes into wine, my veins into strings, and my bones 
into a rebeck. What will you call this religion? 

What is the point of torment? Deal in what pleases the 
heart. Who is going to be given this world and the 
next? Will you show me a vision of yourself? 

Your vision lias come and set me on fire. My two eyes have 
created a dow npour. Daily you have come as Inayat. 

Is this how you will make yourself known? 

Builha, when you go to look at the lord, you will make 
these eyes see properly. It is then that you will obtain 
a t rue vision of him. Will you return home as Shah 
Inayat? 


48 

Do come someday and meet this wretch who is oppressed 
by separation. 

If you fell in love, you would shriek, “Ah, ah!’ What do 
you know of another’s pain? 

If anyone wants to purchase love, he should first give his 
head as a down payment. 

The girls who have acted well have all passed over in turn. 
It is for the beloved to protect our honor. 


10 
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y 3TH % ■sTocT fft dH efaf 1 B'dr, foTH ^"MT3 f%tj 
Wlf 

>F P-T& Het»T ft ylrtd'd) tTBm f 
W HU % feHoT W?t »T, lira f?H § 


Btf 

sret up ftw w fft>H%»r, nefor 3 fan 

s*aflf ^ret, fen ftt »fHK ^ f^ret 
ftf H33t t £FH fe^pfw 

fR 1 hi Bret u^e ^h 1 ^, net H7^?t yy'Hl 
fnet ^ §' ftra ^iw 


mo 

°ret ye 7 ^ tfrptr, M»r 3 ffte iifftw 


ft ^Ht §3t efe gret, tet htc hh? few efa giet 
^t TW?> MfpJ 1 tfo»r 
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Currents of pain and waves of cruelty surround this 5 

wretch, who lias been sucked into the bottom of 
a whirlpool. 1 

I have left my parents and forgotten my girlfriends. I am 
sacrificed to the lord, to whom I appeal for justice. 

Bullha, I am exhausted hv my love for the lord, who has 
cast me into the whirlpool. 


49 

Do 1 come someday and meet me, 1 my heloved triend. 

My head is sacrificed to the roads on which you travel. 

The kail* flies up in the gardens and cries out, exhaling 
her burning pain. I am wretched, my dark beloved has 
forgotten me. 

Bullha, one day the lord will come home, and he will 

extinguish the fire that blazes within me. My head is 
sacrificed to the roads on which he travels.' 


50 

Sometime 1 do turn back your reins, my love. My head 
is offered to the roads on which you travel. 

Freshly washed and bathed, 1 have been left here. Some 
knot has settled in my lover’s heart. Did I say 
something inappropriate? 
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wIra oret ura H3t 33J yy^Hl 

fere fer 3 hu 3f?w 


crygt fteat fferf era Ht vsm <9H 

ers fee ferat fere? 

333f 7&\ ws Fsra % ferer ?m ttd'ei 

3* ftdlrf 7 > J-I'drt Mdt, 3T3 3t dirt M'M 

3 W333TW H, W3 3 3TT33 733t 

W'idJI.fW Wra 7 W, 1333 33 tJM'fcl 
ts* h 7 ? ywer we, 3T33F H3 7 »fe'w 

313 3 am tr t, tiffed 3 ^fferfet 

333t § 33 e 7 ^ 3?T Ft, f 3 wer wr 

3^ 33 CTfe 3 333, M VFT 3>TO 

u 333 *3 33 fiffrat f, Kgt %¥ 33fe 
f33t 33 fen 333 W3T, HF 1 ?? 33* 

Ffetf F3 feffl 3 e£33, 3 ti1 tf33F5 

fff 33 33 fe»P 33% 3 fe3 3 FT3F 1 
^3 3K3t 33 33T3t, tet 33t' 33 33F 7 
ty sftft feifHH Wt, MTfEW 33 3TTC7 
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LYRICS 


Bullha, one day the lord will come home. He will 

extinguish the fire that blazes within me, whose pains 
are ready to devour me. 


51 

Why 1 does the yellow remri fight with the patdsal 

The laddu made with sesame seeds has arrested th cjalebt. 
The hand has run in fear from the sugar and fought 
with tile misri. The crow has started killing the hawk, 
and the donkey’s cheek is red. 

The millionaires 2 seek justice, and issue a summons on 
the salt. Th egu/ga/ds have made a plan and wounded 
the pci par. The sheep have attacked the leopaids and 
destroyed them, and the wolves are in a sorry state. 

Thegur and the laddu have got angry and complained 
against the perns. The caud dal said to the barfi, “\ou 
arc my slave girl.” The rabbits attack and dance upon 
the lions, and have a merry time. 

The shakar khand says to the misri, “Look how clean I 
am.” The cirrds and can as have started fighting with 
the bad anas. The rats nibble the cat s eats in gi eat 
delight. 

Now what can Bull he Shah say? Everyone you can see is 
fighting. Kicking and pulling each other’s hair, no one 
holds another back. Behold the arrival of the day of 
doom, with Dajjal 3 on his donkey. 
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TO 

TO TOB fB»T77 TO 

qT»T, fa§' fed *T >>R MTUt-W 
TOH BW BP? 7 qfrf 7 , f TOt B 7 TTW ?TO?> TO 

bbb 7 hto bh bb »rfe»r, ufe§' ?rdt ere to Breirof 7 
rtJIQ' tob fK3T7T3 b 7 i-rfe»r, to btbjb 7 to wto to 

bbb 7 nfeM 7 tob BBt, tob Bt to ferro grot 
bb 7 bbK? bb B#Bt, hb to to! »ffbp>ri3 to 

4 BB^T^BBT ddfioV, gtH TOE 7 ITB TOl«‘ 

toe bm to & ute\ H to % fro M^'€ r A to 

for W9 Et B^HB sPBt, B oft TOT BBB BTTOt 
W\ ?B3B fe% BBMt, fBB MTO TO3 Bp-PTi BB 

flr TO 7 to Bwt»r wt; bfbs hhb too! 

^tH 7 bbm 7 tob 7 i^ft, bb fro to 

fcj ebb 7 f jetf? di^few 7 , fort? f %j b fro Brefren 7 
BE E 7 BB BB fBB »nlEW, f BE B 7 BfePH 7 tob TO 
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52 

Pay* attention to your spinning, my girl. 

Your mother is always admonishing you: Daughter, why 
are you idly wandering about, you lazy thing? Do not 
destroy your honor and reputation, daughter. Do have 
some sense, you ignorant girl. 

You got your spinning wheel for nothing. You did not have 
to use any of your own money on it. You have not 
realized the value of hard work, when the work has 
proved easy, my girl. 

The spinning wheel was made for you. Do not be so keen 
to play. You are not going to he growing up anymore, 
so come to your senses, you ignorant girl. 

Your spinning wheel is brightly colored; the whole clan is 
envious of it. Work as hard as you can and do well in 
the house, my girl. 

This spinning wheel has a high price, but what do you 
know of its value, you peasant? You look down at 
everyone as you strut about filled with arrogance, 
being proud of your status, my girl, 

I stand with arms outstretched and cry: Will you evci 

come to your senses, you heedless one? No carpenter 
is ever going to make you anotIter spinning wheel like 
this one, my girl. 

Why have you spoiled this spinning wheel? Why have >ou 
let it lie in the dust? Ever since you have had it, you 
have never come to set it up, my girl. 
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fen K5t fe»r §, fen uwt towT totT § 

TO ^3 fyofMl §, TO TO? TO? TOJTt W3 TO 

•w TO'^etf rarof^TOt, diofdG'wf TOt to* 

oc fo(Q fedrtl 3 fefly<cl, fan W <JTVP?> ~cT3 

7? TOW TOT TO% 3, TP H'fVd >TH TO% f 

fSff’’ TOt TOt TOM 1 TO% 3 , f TOTTt ■? WW fe»T?J TO 

fTOF TOW TOT TO 1 &, WH BWMt wfTO TO A 
feQ'oJd TOT fet TOP TO TO TOt »lf3T*F?7 TO 

WT TTO fTO 3 TO TO %W? TOJ TO 

I %TC fu?PTO TOJ TO, HH TOp W TO 7 rTO TO 


to | fw fTwroft, toW fro TOt»F TO^ft 
TO >>PM B T tarrt, fro TTO TOT TOF7T TO 

^ TO <TO Bt>>F TO TOTW 7 Tit, TO M<Tt»F TOW WTiffaf 7 ?>t 
tst § iTO TON 7 fa§ 't£tt f '§ ffaTT TO 

^ »FTO TOT TOT t ?T, TO TO TO Wf 
’wft fro W3 TW^t', jM TOt TF7T TO 
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I am always telling this half-witted, simple, mad, and 

crazy girl: When you are all alone and bad times come, 
your soul will cry “Alas, alas,’* my girl. 

From the outset you have been without anything to live to 

by. You have not spun cotton rolls from the bunches 
of yarn. Why do you go around now looking sad, and 
what are you so proud of, my girl? 

You do not set the spindle straight, nor do you set up the 
connecting string and the driving band. Why do you 
keep packing the spinning wheel away all the time? 

You are bringing about your own ruin, my girl. 

Set the twisted spindle straight, and quickly set up the 
connecting string. Keep it moving naturally; do not 
do anything stupid, my girl. 

Today there is a fresh lot of raw cotton in the house, my 
girl. Quickly start to roll it, my girl. Once it is rolled, 
go to get it carded, my girl. You will not get to return 
to it tomorrow, my girl. 

When you bring the carded cotton, you will put the cotton 
rolls on the wheel with your friends. Then you will be 
the one who is popular throughout the whole world, 
my girl. 

All the girls who are your companions have spun their 
cotton rolls . 2 As you sit there, they come for you, 
asking: Why are you sitting in such a daze, my girl- 

Light a lamp beside you. Keep spinning and putting the 
hanks in the basket. Let night pass before your eyes, 
and do not take things easy, my girl. 
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feu ifU 1 UUT fe?> UU 77 ursrg -ET3 

77UU fed«1 era o7U of9, Ufg y'd 77 era ^Vd'rt cfl? 

f ufew tu BTiru Tfet', H3 M^tu 1 ^rft ^ra ?rat' 

feu Hfeu 7 UH =J3'd TiUt, feu feo/ UlT d'eT of 3 

f uu 1 ?7 ufeu 1 u, 77 wr nraut u ufde 1 U 
B 1 fes>3' Hfoc U, 'SH VSdfl HH 7j?7U of 9 

UU 3^ UF &T P, st 

f MUU 7 ura UUF ^ (tf, f HU Uf MUTTS ^3 

UU TUU UU7S Ufe^ft, H3 t3 77 §f »7tufl 
§U W 3 UBUfeuft, <73 »fUIt? ^ra HfH»7S 


*HU% T BU T o?HU3, fef UUt'UHBTH^H 
°rt uu &U 7 feu uh <73, uu »ru Hfu>rs ^3 

UB UB HUPJf UU iT^UBlW, feu §3 H7* 77 >H T §U r UTt»T 

^ truSr yw 77 urauufejf 7 , bu 1 feus fu»n Bfers 33 

°TU >7U 77UH3 U\ UUUH 77 ufeu U 7 

UTifef 3St BY^t U 7 , 77 UfUHt 77H f*H'* 33 
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You get just a few days to lord it in your father’s house, 
my girl. Do not spend your time playing about, my 
girl. Do not remain idle but do something, my girl. 

Do not ruin your family, my girl. 

Do not spend the night asleep. You are not going to come 
hack a second time. You are not going to sit in this 
company again among your age-mates, my girl. 

You are not going to remain in your father’s house forever. 
You are not going to sit beside your dear mother. In 
the end you must endure separation from them, and 
you will come under the authority of your husband’s 
mother and sisters, my girl. 

Spin, and have it spun. Have the thread woven in the 

warp. Have your dowry clothes dyed; then you will be 
respected, my girl. 

When you go to that house of strangers, you will never 
return from there again. When you arrive there, you 
will be sorry. Get your things ready in advance, my 
girl. 

Today you have so much work to do, my girl. Why have 
you become so unconcerned, my girl? What will you 
do at that moment, when the guests come to the 
house, my girl? 

When all your girlfriends leave, they will certainly not 

come there again. They will never come to set up their 
spinning wheels. Your spinning party will be deseited, 
my girl. 

Do not be proud of your beauty and youth. Travelers do 
not remain in a foreign country. No name or mark of 
this false and transitory world will remain, my gh 1. 
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34 fa? W %R T »T%TO, TO TO TO rTOdl' 

TO HTO UB !Wt3F, fu TO ^ HMd‘* TO 


^ M3 

fat &to yfo ufo ^'oTitd 1 , fad uro? fen H TOffa 7 

to?> ufa HT3 to mTOm 7 , vrtK ^ w TO to TOTOr 
§ Mfaro ?ph toTOm 1 , rTO sro to ‘wTOuV b* 

HHt'HfV MB (ft HB t, faf TOfa Wft fTOffa tf 

Mfa MTO MB ?>TO tr, fTO TO¥U TOM 1 ufaf w 

to to? BtF faro 7 1, fafTOTOp fer TO fj 
fau fas 7 to 7 mTO t, to mb § mb mbTO 

^ fan fHt U fat HBt 9, fat TP fag fa§ BRTOft U 
TO' MB MB HHBt fr, TO TO TO 7 HHBfa 7 

fan TO fag ffaTO E 7 TO tfaM 7 , fu fa? U TOB tfaM 7 
fu faf TO TO tfTO UfaM 7 , fan faMW Ufa 1 Hfat B 7 

TOF MB W TOfa sB fUfa TfF 

TOF HB facVfad TO MB fat, TO H 7 W fa? wfafa 1 
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A difficult time will come. All your family and kin will flee. 25 
The one who will come to your aid and get you across 
is Bullha’s sovereign, 3 my girl. 


53 

Why do you sit in concealment and peep out? Who are you 
veiling yourself from? 

You came for the sake of love, turning yourself into 

someone to love. You placed the veil of mint over your 
face, and from Ahad you made your name Ahmad.' 

The royal umbrella of If it were not for you" 1 sways over 
your head. 

You yourself are all things, so why do you say you are 
separate? You have come as your own spectacle, 
interposing the dividing line of earthliness. 3 

Apart from you, who else is there? Why have you created 
this futile dispute? You saw a great darkness; now you 
call yourself yourself. 

Sometimes you are a Turk, sometimes a Syrian, 4 

sometimes the master, sometimes the slave. You 
yourself embrace entirety, irrespective of the 
appearance of things being false or true. 

The body that is filled with the passion of love loses self 
and consciousness. How can someone who has drunk 
from the cupbearer’s 5 goblet remain silent? 

You were the one who rushed at us; when did you ever 
remain hidden? You have come as Shah Inayat. Now 
keep your eyes fixed on us. 
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to TOJ to to, »rar to* to wt to 

— o 

fro Ho? toto era, fro hto 1 fro fro 


M8 

fef'HTO' f fat' W3?? tf #3 TOra 
l w dd&ra’ to fafaf , ferr § to h ^rtr 
to 1 t »ffro to»to gt wtr, wft to »th 

o — 

‘TOFB fydfTOH’ ^TTO UfSW, '°TO TO 1 ’ TO ^TH 
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WTOH^fTOHcftt, ?5Uf SPH > HTTF5t »ftr 


UU 

toT0§ WHTOt HTO 3, HHt TO TOT i? TO? 3 

‘to* orfe§ ‘toto 1 oidTe^, § f^rro 
tera" to to? ai i fe§, ^ ^ to? tt 
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Bullhe Shah, make your body a furnace, bum your bones 
in the fire, and turn your body into dust. Make this 
love and desire your food for the journey; this is how 
to taste this wine. 


54 

Why do you dispute, why do you dispute with us over 
another’s sin? 1 

You were the one who wrote You do not move. 2 So who are 
you causing to be hanged? 

There was the law and the followers of the Qur’an, but we 
were called before they were. 

Ant I not your lord?* was revealed, and up went the loud 
cry They said, "Yes.” 

When Let it he, and it was * was proclaimed, we too were 
there. 

Inflicting ecstasy, he has driven us mad; otherwise we 
should have retained our original nature. 


55 

Whom do you describe as infinite? You dwell in every 
color. 

You are the one who said Let it be, and caused as it was to be 
said. 1 Who came but you? From love you created the 
manifest world, where you dwell as your lover. 2 
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yt fen ?> »rg T g, feg »rfe»p feg ?r^ g 

§t fog g 7 1§ Wfe 7 t, V g 7 ^ 7 fs ?gfe U 


WV W? H »TU Hg 7 ?, »fV grf Mnj ■gtT 7 ^' 
tft T7W HfE Hg 7 ?, fe3 tTUH U ^ TTFT? U 


^ M ?ggg 3tr h? 7 ?, ‘Mgwtfe’ gt gg fiiw$ 

HWf 3 WTHg g^ 7 ?, o{V> ¥W ^ ggfe ft 

fat facfed ggg ?prw, ft gww & »rfe»r Wri'y* 
5jgg ft ft »feg ww, gfrtp g 7 few w? ft 

faft g>ft ft fftft ifeit ft, feft fttft Oh gggft ft 
fftft fttrft feg ggft ft, feft n-rgg fkggl gg ?rfe ft 

gw 7 gg fesfe »rgg tr, fg few k% g 7 ^gg g 
ft wg 7 3 fg wr ft, gnt' §h g ngi w? ft 


u£ 

3t gggr -3 oft gge 7 eft, ftgt uft tp fewgg oft ggg 7 
fegft ura feg ^gfe^r gnfe»r, ggf gfe 7 feg we 7 
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Ask Adam this: Who brought him, where did he come 
from, and where does he go? Whom did he deal with 
there, when he ate the grain 3 and ran away? 

You are the one who listens and the one who tells. You are 
the one who sings and the one who plays. You made 
the melody of the word sound from his hand, then as 
the ignorant one - * you fled. 

Unity is yours and you are the one who makes it s 

understood. You play the string of law GocL 5 You 
made Mansur mount the gallows, while you stood 
around and laughed. 6 

Like Sikandar coming to Nushaba, 7 you come as the 

Apostle with the scriptures. As Yusuf in her dreams, 8 
you steal the heart of Zulaikha. 

Now you are a Greek, now you are an African, now you are 
a European in a hat. Now you are a hashish addict in 
the tavern, now you live comfortably as a respectable 
married couple. 

Bullha, Shah Inayat is a master mystic, he is the lord of my 
heart. I am iron and he is the philosopher’s stone. 9 You 
snatch hold of me and make us touch. 


56 

What is he doing, what is he doing? Someone should ask 
what the beloved is doing. 

Those who live happily together in one house do not need 
a screen between them. 
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ftg HHte giint, w 

wy w ^ fgg wb ura b 7 

4 ft4d <ert ^TM 7 Sd ^rt So, BB Bt Hdl d o<dtl 1 
HH 7 1 jggiife B^ 7 t, t B B faf 7BBB 7 

to tthb §f gg b 7 , tjeot'’ ferr § bbb 7 

cTOc? W3 fe§’ tffdd', ?T crft JHc/tf r 7 7 TTdd 1 
feg fF? »rV §3 »TV, »TB H'fdM BdE 1 
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W HB B 7 TBHB TO, B3 ^ 3TH3 BBB 7 
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^TO 7 tvg^gt ir 

fen ‘s^rt 1 co-uiiH*, h 7 ??) irgg € ^ »rfe»r 
^ E?> defe^r, fgtrgf HtFFf ii 

^ Ky^t B 7 feH EH BF?, TplB >>fq^ he b bfe 
^ faf' B3B 7 W% §gw, H3 f^ goftB3 »TBt E 
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I Ie performs the prayer in the mosque, he goes into the 
idol temple. 

There is just one of him and many hundreds of thousands 
of houses, but he is the master of every house. 

Wherever I look, there is only him. He keeps company s 
with everyone. 

I Ie created Moses and Pharaoh. 1 Why does he turn 
himself into two and fight? 

Present and seeing, only he exists everywhere. Who does 
the informer seize? 

How can I tell such a sensitive secret? I cannot utter it, nor 
can I bear it. 

On this side and that side there is only him. He is the 
master and the slave. 

The river of unity is true. Everyone can be seen swimming to 
there. 

Bull ha, love for the lord is a young tiger. It drinks blood 
and it eats flesh. 


57 

What is this nonchalance he practices? 

He said Let it be and made them say and it was . 1 The 

hidden proceeded to the manifest. He fashioned fot m 
from formlessness and set up a complex game. 

At the moment he spoke of the hidden secret,- he removed 
the veil from his face. Now why does he conceal 
himself from us? True reality has entered everything. 
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‘fedHd 7 dfet WdM’ fed 7 , 77 fetd 7 fed fed 7 

d 7 ?) y-^ddH fe fedT fed 1 , sidfet ^d'fet fe 

»TV feddTOfefe cTdfe, »flfe »TU fe Mfe ddd 

fed 7 7TH 7 fed ddddWd d, ffet fed Hdfe fe 

ddfe W dfew dfTO 7 , fe^PT dd fe Ktfe HfePH 7 

»ffe dffetf 7 Mfe dffe»f, fed! fetfet MHTTrfet d 

»ffe fed HdTd Hdfefe, »fTO dfefe' Hd §75 dfet»T 
feR 7 dd ?> wfefer dfet»r, ue srdd 7 fe§' ddfet fe 


ut 

fet TO* ff fefet % fet rdd 7 fe fefet 

d fefet »fdd HH TO, TO MHfet HdT 
fed d 77K fe fed Mdl'fenf 7 , §d ffet dfet 

feet TOd Wd fed dfefe, dfdfe dfetfe feet 
feet ra TOT dTO\ Hdt § TOT 7d fefet 

TOd vto 1 fe vrot, t dw^d tifet 
Hfe VTO 7 fete dTO 7 , TTTOT TOd fefet 
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We have honored the sons of Adam, 3 for no one like you has 
been made. Such is the glory that goes with greatness; 
the drum was properly beaten. 4 

He is the one who acts nonchalantly, he is the one who is 
af raid of himself. He is present in every house, while 
people roam in confusion. 

He displayed his charms and he became mad. He became 
Laila to make Nlajnun 5 fall in love. He was the one who 
wept, he was the one who wailed. What a wonderful 
kind of love he made. 

You yourself are the beloved and the girls. All reason and 
logic have vanished. Bullha, the lord has taken away 
joy's; why does he now inflict separation? 


58 

What 1 do I know of anyone, my friend, what do I know 
ofanyone? 

Whoever speaks and moves inside us is our essential 
being. I have become identical w'ith the one I fell in 
love with. 

Get rid of your white shawl, girl, and put on the fakirs 
blanket. The white shawl will get covered with stains, 
but there is no stain on the blanket.- 

I recognized alif , 3 1 recognized he, then te began my 

scriptural recitation. I recognized sin, 4 1 recognized 
shin , then I became sincere and patient. 
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m c?u of>rat wt, fWut 

ur ?7 or^et ^ ^ gn, ^ ^ muu wr 

u sre srent »fre u 7 ^ 7 , foM 7 ere ^uht 

h fefw, tf §TT U IWU UUt 

mw wut hw erwt, fir ^reut ^rfr 
fa§' faf'fi fif uuu 7 ^reefi fuf' fe§' hft >m 

my hu fycvffid ot, w nure fetut 

UK 7 ufEM 7 MHt UU s>U, rtef M 7 ^ fiU y] 


Mtf 

^ uuu^ t hut wt, te »ref*7 bm trrer 


H 7 ^ ure HtTdtfl sru u, nfe fpur ftruu utu sr 

ftrHw iwuf^uit^or, feugfHgruure tiffHM 7 ^ 

m Ut UU^H\ MU UUf few WU HW 
factor H3 dl-c'd' tPH 7 , HUTU UFf UH B 7 ^ H 7 ^ 

> ^ T ^ ®rfu UTF UU 77 »TF, M^TU U HU 
^ 1W <^U OT?, fi-fW PTB BUT HLTUt 
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“Coo, coo," said the turtledove, with your ring around its 5 
neck. 5 Its cooing never stops. It was still busy cooing 
when it died. 

Whatever he does, it is God’s will; what can anyone do by 
himself? I am grateful for whatever fate is written on 
my forehead. 

The lover is the goat and the beloved is the butcher. Saying 
“Me, me," 6 it is slaughtered. The more it says “Me, 
me,” the deader it is. 

Bullha, the lord in his grace 7 gave me the wine of passion. 

It is good that we have been set free from distant 
separation and that you have come near and found us. 


59 

With those who arc cruel, what love is possible? My eyes 
are weeping bitterly. 

The cruel ones abandoned us and went away, transfixing 
our breast with the spear ot separation and removing 
tlte life from our body. This is what those murderers 
did. 

What trust can be placed in the cruel, who do not have an 
ounce of fear in their hearts? The death ot biids is a 
joke to peasants; afterward they laugh and clap their 
hands. 

They said they would come but did not, forgetting all 

their promises of coming. I wander lost but ha\e fixed 
my eyes on them. How will I get to see those \ obber 
traders? 
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M HFJ fef HtET 7 Bfe 7 , VtB 7 sfcjB fU>HW 1-ftH 7 

F9 Tyg* 77 C<£' Bid', t'dtd F*F Ft BT6Bt 5FJt 
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^tr «’d B6 ; tf jh'^, f ’jibWt ft-rn tpfF 

W 77 FH, ^37 fen FK FFFt 
B 7 ^ VFf >HfuHF, %>r B* HB ?BuT 

fgj§- kh »ffH§’ 77Ut, Hfe BBBF BFlt' 
feBT Ufg f%F ^HftW dlHtJttf 7 , fBB ¥H BB HFFt 

tT 7 KB 7 FU H*d', feH % QdK HcF 1 BF 7 
MW F 77 U M, KB %BF~§ st 

BF F3 BFt BFF 7 , H FB 7 S FFt FFt' 
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Bullhe Shah did a deal, he drank the cup filled with the 
poison of fin e. He got no profit and no loss; his bundle 
of pains and sorrows is heavy. 


60 

What 1 are these false promises you offer? Meet me for just 
a couple of moments. 

You live near but do not tell me the place. In which 

direction should 1 look for you? It is you who peep out 
as Ahmad.- When 1 look, you are no longer there. 

You promised when you went, but you have not returned. 
Flames blaze in my breast. Living happily in the same 
house, where else 3 should 1 cry out to you? 

Go, traveler, and deliver my message. How can you hide in 
the cover of the heart? In the name of God, do not be 
hostile. Ho not make me long to see your face. 

Bullha, what has the lord done to me? In the middle of the s 
night I sing your praises. Everyone fears the wild river 
glades, but that is where I search most happily. 
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^ »ffe»r VRJ?7 few g3, 3Ht' yS 7m fetfWH gg 

tra yst if% ggw gw, wk 1 g fe? gg fww 
ggf wt It hh^w, vs fg^ 7 g v^ gg 

7? fen § ^>rv, feg 77 wwf gfggt upg 
fesuw trfeM 7 vfuKt grg, Migw ggg ot gg 

77 fej g'ofrj gig oRif W, 77 fej gg 7 ng HOf B 7 
^ yg^g ft gg ggt' g\ 77 §g fv fwrr gg 

M IB 7 ng wg ts 7 §gw, grr tn tv yv h gw 
gg gfew h sk, gg y^ 7 ffS vti gg 
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*pg ft#' gw gw, gg ggT gg fggrw 

^ H Hr? %g ggf »fg, gg gg^ fLr»rg 
^ gg' gfgg g^gf, gg fgf'w fgw 

ggg 7 g ygg 77 ggl, gig grp pigr 
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61 

Who 1 has come dressed up, my girl? Ask him straight, 
my girl. 

A crook is in his hand and a black blanket on his shoulders; 
light dwells in the eyes. He is not a herdsman but 
a man of wisdom. Get him to sit beside you and 
question him, my girl. 

Do not call him a menial herdsman. 2 He is not devoid of 
secret purpose. Separated since the first night, 3 he has 
come to search, my girl. 

He is no one’s menial herdsman, nor docs he take the least 
pleasure in buffaloes. 1 Ie has no desire for milk or 
yogurt, nor does he feel hunger or thirst, my girl. 

Bull ha, the lord sits hidden in concealment. He does 
not reveal the secret or speak with his mouth. My 
father seeks a bridegroom from the Kheras, 4 but my 
bridegroom is by my side, my girl. 
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Those made of dust must mingle with the dust. Force and 
might are of no avail. 

Those who have gone have gone, they have not returned, 
my dear beloved friends. They could not bear to 
live without me, so now why have they forgotten 
us? There is no awareness in the grave, so why this 
anguished thrashing about? 1 
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fe ?7 33? 733, §1? 733 W 3f33 

»mt' Mfe»r t iran 133 3*, faffed t fe3 gfte 
MtT ft 3wt H3?> 3* Trf, 3Ht 

tt i-rara fUw war, 3* wff tg w 
tt 733 3T33 7 ? fuwg 7 , irfar ftg gw w 

3 g? Martyr t fag tfat, w fe §3 fer^ 71 


M iw 7 at gfgg ?r fHwa\ ae f333 33 
fat ?TH §H 3 wggt, tl3 33 7P UW 
>f HU73 H3 33T3t WJ77, HU77 W3 W3 1 


^3 

^ & fea felt rjmt WK 

felt feg W H33 7 , >tm 3 fetf 3^ 

^rt g fea far ks;^ 1 , ttw ufug hut gfat 

^Hfejtt 3 ■ed'S'3, tH^ : HP43 agfat 
3iwt 3t 1733 ?7 WF, yTTT »3% 3t»3 afat 


^ felt fea 3313 H33 1 , >>3R % fag 3^ 
>}fT t? liW t W 3373, 33t133 tt 
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Our memory and hive for them do not leave us, and we 
cannot stop sobbing. We have passed far beyond 
the dead, even as we sit among the living. Today or 
tomorrow we shall experience the great distress of 
departure. 

The constables pursued us there, so we came here. We do 
not get to stay here; where will we move in the future? 

We are headed for the fate that befell those who went 
before us. 

Bull ha, no one gets to stay here. They departed weeping $ 
and beating their breasts. It is only his name that 
is our p rotas inn for the journey, we carry no other 
money. I am a dream, the whole world is a dream, 
and my father's people are a dream. 


63 

Dance 1 around the courtyard and play. 

In this courtyard the alcove looks good. In the alcove there 
is a little window. I make up the bed in the alcove tor 
a night with my beloved. 

This courtyard has nine doors;* the tenth is kept secret, 
f do not have a clue about the street along which my 
beloved comes. 

In this courtyard the spinning wheel looks good. In the 
alcove there is a little window, I will remembei my 
beloved with every turn of the spinning wheel. 
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u fen fejt hto 7 u 7 ?*, totf? ttf; to? 
TO H 7 ? Soft? TF?*‘ W, ^dlfd^ ? t? 


i=B 

TO TO H? 7 W* ? 


to »rtr >w fef' to ? 7 ?, fen to Lft f to ? 7 ? 
to to 7 »rWt to ? 7 ?, to to? w ? 7 »r?t ? 

tojh? »t toh 7 ? to 7 ?, furo ute to toh to 7 ? 

^ TO t TO? TO 7 ?, TO 7 TO TO 7 ?* £ 

TO 7 ? flra \ftw, ?r? toto h?to§ h *? 7 

TO yij to* ^H 7 , TO* TO? TO 7 ?* ? 

M ^H?Kftf?§'fc^H?TOf*, TO TO?*!* 7 TOf* 
mft TOTO ?7 TOT*, fe? TO TO 7 ?* £ 

TO* TO g^r^ j fan § TO TO? &N 7 ?* 

^ ?*'> TO ?^?*, t^f* TO TO > H T ?* H 
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In this courtyard there is a baby elephant 3 that strains 5 

against its chain. Bullhe Shah is a fakir of the lord; 
he disturbs those who are awake. 


64 

People have covered the whole thing* in confusion. 

Tell me truly, my heart, why are you afraid? It is thanks 
to this truth that you are saved. Truth always makes 
things flourish. Truth has come as a wondrous 
treasure. 

The Brahmans- have come to scare their patrons. They 
make them anxious by telling them how their 
ancestors suffer. You are the one who instructs them 
and makes them exert themselves. It is you who 
causes the worship to begin. 

“Your ancestors are in pain. Make offerings of raw sugar, 
rice, and cloth. Undo your shirt and put on your 
sacred thread.” Then they are quickly given a handful 
of Ganges water. 

This is not how suffering is removed, with cash, rupees, 
vessels, and cattle. Something that is actually scarlet 
cannot become white . 3 Bullha, this is all make-believe. 

First the image of the goddess Chandi 4 was made, the 
mother whom all the people worship. Then the gicat 
bridegroom’s 5 procession went out. The palanquin 
has come with lots of loud noise. 
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OT ye 7 £ w wet, w »rar ntn fewer 
few tot ^ otj ye'yl, hot ot 7 7 s 1 »ret e 

OTHHTft >F3 Ud'yl, H'Hdld’H HHT H dtVfcj) 

OT OT fwt H 7 HWt, HW HOT 7 OT Wei % 

u -' 

efan te 7 He feOTJOT, we »tot »ru s mve 
ot 7 tot ^t ¥te otot, ?e vpe 7 faff fe»rnt e 


So otj ott ht ot few ot, w hh ot 

^ Br OTlt OT cOTH, OT OT fHH OTTSt H 

fees y‘.di fee *dT nefet, ye 1 era fe% ee »f5t 
feOT net t tot >>ret, few >>ot iwfe e 

fw mr fR fwfe^r e, »ot feftw fee wfwr $ 
wruopH He'fe»f t, >re w te ?r wt e 

^ran hot e ftTH f w, otot sfte 7 few we 
fen § »fOT tft wot, fen fe otT wet e 

>> feW OTf»r »tot »ret»f 7 , >feft hh? er »r§ eft vreN 7 
’’tffe ot ereW ot Hfefer, ot few w wet t 
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People mistakenly think they are divine and bow their 
heads before the idols. They were the ones who made 
them, yet they feel no shame at all. 

See how the sacred basil is made the mother. It is married 
to the ammonite sacred to Vishnu. It is put into the 
bridal palanquin with rejoicing. The brother-in-law 
and the father-in-law become the son-in-law . 6 

Daughters and sisters all get married. They cover 

themselves in their veils. Rullha, what do they come 
to say? No one has married the mother. 

The lord appears nearer than the jugular vein . 7 People 
have created lengthy disputes. Who can settle these 
contentions about him? They have wasted their lives 
in running around. 

There is no separation between the tree and the garden. 
That is the relationship of creature and lord. After last 
autumn they blossom again. Duality is destroyed. 

Bui I ha, you have gone astray, and have led others astray. 
You have disciplined yourself with lengthy vigils. You 
have made loud proclamations. But in no way are you 
distinct from me . 8 

Someone catches a chill and is feverish. His evil deeds 
have blackened his face. People ask him if he is teeling 
all right and say, “Give him some medicine” 

They say that their eyesight is good. Come, mothers , 9 it 
that is what you think. They are lost in error, lord. 
Now the place of pilgrimage is correctly placed right 
beside us. 


10 
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Qhh »tv fife >nftfi-f, ft ? 7 Wp; WPd 
7 P ftftt ftp few 7 ?! ufeH, »rarc Hd'sfi wftt ft 

ft ftftf fftfld 1 ftft fw?, ftfe 7 »fer t^ed'd 1 

— u 

Mfe ftp WWP?I !W, ft TTdft WR dtt'ft) ft 


£m 

did ft tfe ft ddd‘ ft 

ftdWdfedftftt ftftt, ftdt ddt 7? TFfdTM 7 ftftt 
ft dra dlw ftftt ftftt, ft ms fdw 7 ft hrh 7 ft 

dfdft yyftt uru ¥¥W ftt, ftft ftdd ftdwiw ft! 
fed dddd ft fee M 7 ?? 7 ft!, oTH WTd 7 HtTHR RdR 7 ft 


^TWH 7 fttT, ^RTtHd fed WHd d ffe* 
few ftft 7 W dfijP 7 , -Era HPdTt Hdfftp ^d 7 ft 

M TO Kfeor ‘W HP?, ‘dpR RR 7 HfdtW’ Wit 
fed dd MVcf 7 »TV ?nfe, ftd fed fed ?W ddd 7 ft 

djd >)fer i>fi( fefe 7 ft, drd MRt ?iftt ft yfet 11 ft 
^ dd ft fpR fed dfed 7 ft, ftd tffet fef TOR 7 ft 
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Like addicts after opium, creatures search for God the is 

almighty and the merciful. No philosopher can tell 
you what true knowledge is. The intellect is your 
child . 10 

Should someone appear to be the true beloved, Bullha, 
he is the one who sees him. It is he who has proclaimed 
the Veda and the Qur’an. The whole thing 11 is lost in 
a dream. 
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The guru does whatever he wants. 

There was a burglary in my house. 1 remained asleep and 
no one woke up. When I clung to the guru, 1 became 
aware that the goods that were lost had been regained. 

First he was a hidden treasure. 1 There was a place of 
perfect wonderment there. Then he had to enter 
unity. The business of whole and part is a veil. 

He proclaims Let it be, and it was.' 1 From unity he assumes 
multiplicity. He gets dressed and becomes a creature, 
and enters the mosque and worships. 

On the day of the covenant he announces Am I not? He 
desires They said, “Yes, we testify.” 21 Then he conceals 
himself somewhat, he counts things out and places 
them. 

The guru calls himself God. The guru appears as Ali 
and the Prophet. The guru dwells in the hearts ot 
everyone. He fills empty vessels. 
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ek 7 he § urg f?E vee^i 7 , HEit fEE ieet ye'fEW 

HT3 7 ^ f3 SUiE’tf 7 , §U EHH VEH E 7 V^E 7 B 

— — <J 
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^ H OT UTBt TT§, WE K ETEF M 7 ?! 

*nr EEwt »fe EEBtw, »fv wt^d'e! 

— u 

*>pv BTEEt»r »fy et^eWt, wy eh ewt 
^fTEIE EE E 7 ^HE 7 Efe^K 7 , EETE HHH Ed'El 
M H3 K^ 7 KE VE^Bt, EEte E7T H Wt 
^HfKH ¥H tf 7 % BOTEt', BBt EE EE T Et q 


£3 

Iaocm ?ft, >HtT ura ^^Efe^n 7 ms 

^ ^ UtfefES wt, Et fw 

^ HE Et HE t Vt, Et W tfc UffH^TO Tjt 
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Bullha, I have found the lord in my house. He is the actor 
who put on the show. 5 He hid the secret from people. 
He recites the teaching of supreme truth. 


66 

The 1 Ganges has come into the house, 2 oh holy men, the 
Ganges has come into the house. 

It is he who is tire flute, he who is Krishna, he who is the 
lord of the Yadavs. 3 

It is he who collects the cow dung, he who is the herdsman, 
he who pays the wages for herding. 

He has come as the young peasant at the door that leads to 
the unstruck,' wearing a bracelet on his wrist. 

He has shaved his head 5 and has entranced me in love. He s 
wears cowrie shells 6 in his ears. 

Eat the nect ar fruit, oh lord of the cattle. Dare to advance 
a little. 
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Get rid of the gong beater. 1 Today the beloved has come 
to my house. 

He strikes the gong at every quarter. 2 He is shortening 
our night together. If he understood my thoughts, he 
would throw the gong away. 
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WkTS rere how, ydidy nurre ren 3 d r A r 
Trerre tre fw fere S3iw, rer Nw rere re re^ ' 75t 

wtyre re »rere ^'d 1 , rer yf>red fte fere rere 
tre rere fere re% rerere, rere »fur fe uk'M ret 

y Are >reurei yreu ?? refe fw rere flr feu reufe 
feu ufe fejfcrre sv sjLret, rere refer rerere rererei ret 

re£ reure re? rett, fnuut >rei? retr ¥3t 

UU * 4 U Mfere ufe H%, Ure 7 W ¥% fere ATH Tit 

Hfe HU ut HtT fetffe 75 t flf d'dAd'd 3 fet 
fet fet UU >tffe ¥ T ut, UU fegHTi ulfere HUHS ret 
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W3TU §Ufe TT HUffeF, flf HHBre fere? fe TP I 

Hfe reu tfe'Al tlfet, feu UUt fe? Hffe 
^u reu re? fefefe, flf re referee ureufe re 

ftrefe fefe feet, few nfere fee i>rt fefe 
ferere? feru refe>lffeufe, ft Hrtyw fere uiwred fe re 
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The unstruck music 3 plays sweetly. The capable musician 
plays the melody and the tune. Praying and fasting 
and prayers of two prostrations 4 are forgotten, when 
the distiller 5 gives me a cup of liquor. 

How amazing things appear when I behold his face. All my 
pain and misery are removed. How the long night is 
extended. Oh, put up a wall against the day. 

I am completely unaware of myself. I do not know where 5 
1 became lost. How can this mystery be hidden? Now 
I have been granted perfect grace. 

I performed many spells and charms, and many great 
magicians came. Now my dear beloved has come to 
my house. May I live with him for a hundred thousand 
years. 

Bullha, the lord's bed is dear. See, I have been saved by the 
savior. Somehow or other, my turn has now arrived. 

Now parting has become impossible. 


68 

Do not hide behind a veil, my lovely. I desire a vision of 
you. 

Without my beloved I have become mad, and people all 
taunt me. If the beloved is solicitous, then I will call 
to him as a suppliant. 

I am your slave girl who is being sold for nothing. Come 
to me, beloved, my life is going for nothing. I am not 
suffering some sudden separation. I am a nightingale 
of this garden. 1 
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£tf 

ftTHTU ftfe ft HUH* 3‘dA ft 

uuju ft feu 7 T-pfFw, raftfera ft ft hut uffefex 7 
ftu >>rfe ftw huh h 7 wiw, oruft Mftt feufeu % 

ft ffe* u 7 ufe uwfe^r, ft »feHU ft fttft nrfew 
Mftw uuft ftft eP-pfew, uufei 7 feu fes uftfer ft 


fef UUfet f UH KUt, HU ft uftt yfeH ufet 
>f3 h 1 wftt ft ttu uufet, ftumr uufeu ftuftfe ft 

^ ftft HUT ft HHUU Hfe 7 , %U ?F W4H 7 UUHH ftfe 7 

ufeu fww ^rft ftte 7 , w »fUH ft Hufer % 

Bra fe?rfeu HU 7F Hfe, IJUH HUt UU tW 
H 7 ^ ft ft tu fftft tw, w ft?3 ft ftufer t 
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ftftfe ftrr Hunrafe ft, feuftt ferfe ft feu ufe ft uh 
W ft ft %oud feu uutu 7 ft, ?feT yfee 7 nru ft ftt ft hh 

^ftrau 7 ftu uftft ftu 7 ft, ftu uh ftft feu ufftu 7 ft 
<raft >}fuuu ) ftfeft 7 ft, ftfe »uft ‘ftftt »i A.dfn^H’ 
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69 

Lift your veil, beloved. Now why have you put on these 
modest airs? 

Your curling tresses coiled around me. They turned into 
serpents and stung me. You looked at me pitilessly 
with murderous eyes. 

You fired your two eyes' arrows and struck the breast of 
this poor wretch. After wounding me, you hid your 
face. Who showed you these clandestine ways? 

When you struck me hard with the dagger of separation, 

I became deeply distraught. You did not ask after me 
anymore. Your messages proved to be untrue. 

You made me fall in love and stole my heart, but then you 
did not show yourself. I was the one who drank the 
cup of poison. My mind was unsteady. 

I do not just speak of Shah Inayat with my lips, I search for 
your face in every direction. Now that I have become 
resolute, why should I waver? Today I am true to my 
promise. 


70 

Let us go and see that wild one, of whom there is so much 
talk in the spinning parties. 1 He dyes you and me in 
the ocean of unity, and does not ask what your caste 
is. 

The one who creates such clamor everywhere remains 
beside you always. He also says We are nearer; 3 as well 
as And in your own selves."' 
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fE EEH Et HHHt §, W fEHoT Et ^TfEH HHEt § 

ETE W HtTE Et EHEt §, fHE¥ E ETE ‘HHE EEHE §H’ 


EYft EET3 1 E 

fev HEHE did yd fc<d*' E, ‘.(StHcfgrtl tytHofdofH’ 

M EH H^J feU W3 fETEE Et, fa?7 7*ET ETEt WI ?7tTt Et 
EH tfEt UfcT '^EE'd Et, ft 'wfo jfor >?lEtc7H’ 
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EH c((jcj c^dt djtH'd 7> 

HE HEt P& 7? HffjE Et, HE »T¥tE 3* ETH £fE fit 
f%¥H% UTf ?? HftjE Et, HE ftfc 1 »THE fWE § 

HE HE 1 EE W?t E, HE >H T HE E UfE TEEt £ 

u 7 

HE HHE* E^?f wel E, fw HE 7 ddtEEE'tf E 

EU »THE f E 7 EEt E, ftTH »TEt HE HETHt E 
fan >TO WEI Et ETEt E, E?ft»E EE UHE § 


M ¥?E HU HE EE "tH ft, HE HE 1 EEtEE £& ft 
ETE EE UE Et ft, fHE 1 HE" HEtoTE E^ E 
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Leave this habitation of falseness and delusion, and adhere 
firmly to the intoxication of love. The essence of the 
beloved has been reached by those who have become 
deaf, dumb, and blind.* 

It is not mine, it is not yours. This transitory world is a 
quarrelsome altercation. Who but the guide directs 
us? Recite Remember me, and I will remember you* 

Bullha, this is a hint to those who have felt the desire to 5 
see him. A sign of the trader’s 7 house is The hand of 
God is over their hands* 


71 

Get along by keeping silent. 

When they hear the truth, people cannot endure it. If 
you tell the truth, they fall on you. Then they do not 
sit beside a truthful person. Truth is sweet to the dear 
lover. 

Truth destroys the law. Truth is the delight of the lover’s 
house. Truth makes things flourish anew. It is like the 
law for the follower of the way. 

Silence is impossible for the lover who has experienced 
the perfume of truth, and who has plaited the garland 
of married bliss. Forsake the world’s lalse expanse. 

Bullhe Shah now speaks of reality. 1 He examines the 
truth of the law and the way. He reveals the secret of 
the fourth state. 2 It is like the law for the follower of 
the way. 3 


127 













I.V kic.:s 


33 

fir ft, q fews? tr 7 R ft 

uw mb vfen hr* 7r%, ?r %b t-tsr 7 tr 

fu? UBU VUH U 7 Ufew, tffW UB UgR 7 ft 
TtHR tW oft ^F37?, fUTT >R H^-TR 7 tr 
4 HUB Hut tRJU fret, U^UHlfUPH 7 dl^'d' ft 
wJW.d Ut ^TBy oft 7TC, %77 rT5 RB 7 ft 

^ Bl?; KBU eft WZ:, yffM 7 faW gM'd' ft 
^Ut HR HMR, 7FU 7 feRH dl^'d 7 t! 

W hu ut hhrh ufu e(, tr typ-* 7 utuf hr 7 ft 


3?> HfURJf felR WH, TR HHU t HB 7 ^ 

§ 3ut ^ w »ur 7 ’ey Htrf 
bk t? tftf ?? hr futt, mur 7 hb mr fy*m 
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LYRICS 


72 

I 1 have realized, ah, 1 have realized the relationship 
between love and the law. 

For all their learning, the Brahmans and mullahs arc 
defeated. No one has recognized the secret. 

When I studied the single word of love, I recognized the 
lord whom I had mistaken. 

Are prayer and fasting to be performed by one who has 
drunk wine and become intoxicated? 

Now that your form has become manifest, all sense of 
seif is lost and destroyed. 

How can the craft of the worker in gold lace be appreciated 
by one who produces sacking from wool and goat’s 
hair? 

How can one know about ‘niti and ghain 1 when all the 
learning one has studied is forgotten? 

The Kanz and the Qiuturf, 3 logic and semantics—all this 
knowledge is lost. 

Bullha, through sitting in the company of the lord, ail talk 
is struck dumb. 


73 

The body smitten by perfect love dances without a tune, 
without a beat. 

No one can torment those who are in pain, and who have 
invited suffering upon themselves. They have passed 
beyond birth and life and are absorbed in their own 
thoughts. 
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LYRICS 


ftm $ %h feyy w yfe^ yy tidy'd yy^ 7 yfty 7 
yft yfft fiiw yfe 7 , gy b 7 fern yyy? h-^ ' m 

fiHHd *Ht!d t cFn»f r lj1*d, T^Fft W3 Vcf'd 

b 7 fty yyj y 7 ^ b 7 3*3, tfc 7 ftt yy^ 

^ ftFj 7 ny 7>3Ty Tra y 7 fe»f r ) to 7 y?g yy y^rfew 
Hfew c^'d* wy H-d'Fddr, irfevjf 7 Gny 1 y 7 ^ tth 7 ^ 


98 

fa^ 77 FdHo< Htrat K 7 ^, H^t yfe tj 7 fey yryfe 

ter H?Fifr ft, ftm fy£ hhh ft tfh 7 

^ Wo( fa# ft <JSY ftfe 7 , ftftt 7)3 ftfe3 H3 ftfe 7 
fang ftfH 7 § yr^r ft 5 fey fej| yyg g. ■grg, |y 

y 7 33 H33 7 TTt, ft y^ fddyy ft Hfe 
%y Hyor fey fey yfe ; fey^ y^ryr ft' 

fa^ fft feyy fey Mffe^r ft ; §y yyy ^ fyywFydf 7 ft 
^H 7 3y yy ^ i^rfeTH 7 ft 

fan fey 77 yyt ftyp 7 ft, yy yyy feyfet >fey ft 
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LYRICS 


Whoever has adopted the appearance oflove obtained 
a license from the primal court. When he drank the 
cup from the divine presence, there was no more 
question or debate. 

The one in whom the beloved dwells gets up and calls out: 
“My beloved, my beloved!” He does not desire any 
music or instrument, he just sits and plays in ecstasy. 

Bullha has found truth in the city of the lord. All false 
confusion is brought to an end. He has announced the 
truth for those who are true. He has discovered his 
perfect beauty. 


74 

So 1 long as human love 2 has not been felt, the needle 
cannot sew without thread.-’ 

Human love is the giver who sends me into ecstasy. They 
whose bones arc pervaded by love die while they are 
still alive. Love is our father and our mother, it sends 
us into ecstasy. 

The lover’s body dries up. 1 stand in the shade of the castor 
tree.* See, the beloveds laugh out loud, taught by the 
demon love. 3 

Whoever experiences this love is rendered powerless. 
Every bit of his body is filled with ecstasy. There is not 
the slightest concealment in him. The lord appears in 
every direction. 
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LYRICS 


m w ^t yy yyy fs, finr feyy few fe y fe 

feyffeyy ty Otddd 1 tr 

Hy « fefe»r yy fe, finr fat kto y wy ft 


fife fefefe fe Hu »rfe 

Mfe ft | ‘HTD-fcT wurft’, w fe f fowy 
wfe fey fey tfetw fey, »fc?w ffeiw Try 
rrafiny fe' yyfe, yfe ^yy fey vfet 

By ferry yrry ferry, yyyy fen w 
few ufet fe feyy yyy, fey few rrar rry 
°rfet feyyy ferret yfet; yfe fet wwfet 

oft yyr fife, h rrt h rrfe 
fefe y fey w yfet, fey fe yryt 
Byt rft fe frr fey yfet, yy yt yyfe yfet 

M fey ?r nyy W3 y feyy, wy tfe yt yyy 
BwfeyHrfefefyyHrr, yy fyfe'fef'yyy 
yfe y yny yyfet, few § fey wyrfet 
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LYRICS 


Now even Bullha the lover is saved. For those who are s 

anxious to know where the beloved lives, see, the lord 
comes and speaks. From inside the heart, he peeps 
out, the one who sends me into ecstasy. 


IS 

My heart is caught in a net. 

It is you who are a case of Your flesh is my flesh, 1 it is you 
who are distinct. Listening to all you say, my mind is in 
a complete whirl. Taking me from the law to freedom 
from the law, you have cast me into a wonderful mire. 

A fragment of your love seems heavier than a mountain. In 
order to sec you for a single instant, I have taken the 
whole world on my head. In spite of all my efforts, 1 
have not obtained that cruel one’s love. 

Why, oh heart, do you lament so? Let him destroy me 
if he will. I do not have a single sheaf of joys, only 
whole threshing floors of griefs. Whatever happened 
that day was fated to happen. Now what can we do, 
brother? 

He does not agree to peace, nor does he ask after me. Let 
me speak and see what he does. Yesterday I was crazy 
and he was crazy. Now why does he fear me? Sitting in 
concealment, he has fired his glance and wounded my 
heart. 
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LYRICS 


fttft a*a aft'w utW faa, fen aa^B faa bw 

w w ffta fa ft >na*, aft w f aw 

Mar at TFreWr ftu wapfaM 7 , fa ft at ftte wary! 

war faa aftcS can bh'sp, mw ft fftft'7>aft ft 
aft aft faa How ft, Maa 1 bb cv aaft ft 
faaaf fear'd' aa, ft ora ftwat waa^ 

mbb aaww w wft, aft' to ana' 
hw ftf waa aaa, a^aa ftw fta t 
ftfta^aat aftjr, ft wbt ; ardwat 

M i aatM i at M*a Heatup, vrg^ y^i 
aa afta* fta* ftfftw, fta* a^' aaff 
ftft at' yw fta 1 Mftftar, ffta ftat aftwftt 

^° faa faa wffta Mffrat »rt, ft s 1 aftieW bft 
ftft ura* ft? H?ft ^j Tj bb aa* b^ arft 
wft OTja faft ara^, afftfe»r ftft aarftt 

^ftt aftfta w w, aftf »rft rat fta 
^Biiftar ftar rrt raftt, kb* a* ?aw fta 
fan ft t ftaT aata aaret, feat fta na^ 

Tfta* watM* ftf, ftaaat mb drw 
taa aftftjif aftt, aftf fea aam 

faa ft aw traa, ffta ftat afe»rftt 
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LY R1CS 


With an arrow in my breast and an iron collar around my 
neck, I am in a sorry state. Violently I dash my head 
upon the ground. I w r ecp and search for my beloved. 

Have my girlfriends fallen in love before, or is it just 
me who has become infatuated? 

Your name is glorious in the world. Why do you flee from 
your lover? You dwell in the folds of my veil, 2 but you 
do not reveal your secret. Seizing me within by the 
middle, you have hung me upside down. 

Oh you who dwell within, come outside, let me stand and 
hold on to your arm. Outwardly you play hide-and- 
seek from me, hut inside 1 am near. Zulaikha 3 was 
wounded inwardly, and inwardly I am injured. 

The things that had to be said were clearly proclaimed. 

He deliberately will not hear me and does not listen. 

I wiring my hands and weep bitterly. Instead of 
receiving, I had to give again. Such is your kindness. 

Each wave comes on in such a way that I cannot describe 
them. If I teil the truth, I face the gallows and the 
noose. Ifl lie, I flourish. How can I utter such a 
delicate thing? Once I speak, it belongs to others. 

Revelation is the medium for the holy. Become ours ot 
your own accord. Remain awake with us when we 
wake. If I sleep, then sleep with me. Do you allow 
anyone who is in love with you to sleep peacefully. 

You have so disgraced me, and have destroyed many othet 
houses. From above you glance down. All around you 
roam about me. You deceive us with this hide-and- 
seek. This is your greatness. 


to 
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LYRICS 


fta 7 ff 7 fenrf' |ft crftt »rt 

ftF ff ^hmI, bf 7 

ft ft Baft trft FFft, ifgrft eft ftcpift 

1W 7 HF f BF 7 FF 7 , FB ftF 7 ft ^Ft 
tf ft ft fgB WFTt, ft ftt »PV ftftf 
FFft^tf 7 TFFF F 7 ^ ft£, W »?BF 3H<vftl 

“ u ■— 


9£ 

ftfttftFFFF yd'd 

MTr§ ftte* TBBftHft fftf ff ?? ffb* wft>r 
fefF Bfcgg ulw wftfrr, ff ff ftft? 7 ?Fftft' 

ftto ^ ftft § f 7 ^, ff Oftff fttg ftv^ 
fte vt»p B 7 bfff w, FFBt ttb Fftdi'd 

Fift B MF7F, FFTF BFF B FBB BB7F 
fftF DfftW HF* Bfaft MB7F, BF BFt' W3 BtB^ 

M ^ feMen Bte W B 7 , ftfo B?ft HBf?* W B 7 
^ BF3 WB 7 , f^F* fF 7 ^ %W3 
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I YUK'S 


To settle the case between us, the qasi comes from Rum. 4 
Opening his hooks, he gives reassurance, saying both 
are one. I urn happy with the qnzi. How will he hide 
from me? 

Bullha says: What are you like, lord? Now what are 
you like and what am 1 like? If I start seeking you, 
there is no me left . You found me both manifest and 
concealed. Your light is both outside and inside. 


76 

Friday 1 brings a special delight. 

Monday 2 gave us pains; on Tuesday we gained no 
understanding. We were sacrificed to love on 
Saturday. Wednesday-* removed our awareness when 
you were not there, beloved. 

On Monday I go to the shrine and pray to the prophets 
and saints. When 1 gain a vision of the beloved, I 
adorn myself. 

I do not study the principles of logic and semantics, 
obligations, duties, the law, and extra rituals. What 
use are minds trained in religious law? Nothing 
matters except seeing him. 

Shah Inayat is my religion, the one whom we accept in this 
world and the next. My plait is undone and the ribbon 
is in my hand as I wander in the wilderness. 
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LYRICS 


frtt ftt? Hrtftt HTOt, HCJt HCjt 

TOft 77 fHTO 7 fen W tdtH, ft fftrtH 7 d'ye ?7rt 

W t?7 SOT ?dl'<V, TO t! 7 Hfety 7 ~3 T 7> TOW 
3ft ft' TO 7 77 HW, fero TO??' 3*3 3*71 


DD 

ft TOT ftfoPX 7 ^ ftfdPX 7 , TOTO Wrtt § W 

»TTO feftf »ffftTO ftfftM 7 , £tft HtH fAoTMl § CT3 
ftft H»P7ft HtgHHfttft, ‘TO7J’ o r W3 Q&rfi § CTO 

ftr»ro fro ft TO ft*F, ft? grow fwwf § CTO 
‘773 sTCfcW ftfftM 7 , PeJI HtH f^HWt ft CTO 

to? ftft »rfftTO ftfe»r, frofftn Htn feroft ft CTO 
1 -TO Hftro ft? 7 ftfftty 7 , TO 7 TOoT H 7 <^'rt) ft CTO 

11 <> HHH3 fTOfTOH’ (VtHrt ftf^Jf 7 , ‘oc^ Hrt 7 ’ dirt 3'rt) 
ft CTO 

'Wb ftfeV eft ft? H?t ft, W 7 »FH H^'rtt § CTO 

H^ 7 epftt?; HHHrt ?W, TOrt 7 TO TOWt ft CTO 

§3H?T ftHTO’ ftfFM 7 , TTOt^ ?t rttT UWt § CTO 


138 























LYRICS 


Hirthe daughter of the Sials 4 is lost and on the point of 
death, crying out to her beloved in the river glade: 
“I can find no one who feels what is in my heart. I 
will meet with my dear Ranjha.” 

Bullha forgot the prayer of two prostrations 5 once he 
heard the music play. I have no belief at all in what 
the intellect says, when love cries out aloud. 6 


77 

The 1 color that 1 have been dyed is a deep one, it is the 
crimson of the guide, my friend. 

Ahmad emerged from Ahad, 2 God brought forth the 
mint from himself, my friend. The fame of the pearl 
of meanings 3 was celebrated. Lift the veil of \\ r C)* 
my friend. 

In your dark curls there is the white hand. s Display 
its brilliance, my friend. Let it l>e, and it was 6 was 
proclaimed. He displayed the mini, my friend. 

Ahmad emerged from Ahad, the mini was brought forth 
in the beginning, my friend. Holy Muhammad was 
born, the lord of the fourteen spheres, 7 my friend. 

Am I not your lord?* was revealed. They said, “Yes” was 
hung around their necks, my friend. The game of Our 
all things 9 has started. Control yourself, my friend. 

Give me something for the sake of the Yasin and the 
Muzannnil , 10 my friend. Protect the honor of those 
who seek refuge with you, having become deaf, dumb, 
and blind , 11 nty friend. 
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‘Hf »{?> BHf ’ tjfew, HfF»r § tu fa'^'WV § GTtJ 

‘H 7 ddJ<Jc( 1J3U’, tltTW fe'd* Srafr § XJTU 

‘W?> dcS'WMfyd’ $&, ‘US 7 ’ Ml Vfg 7 ^' § W 
W t^ 7 feER TO 7 , H5W 0^ fecmT % W 

ft »fe^ 3Ut' »FU, »TU %y front' § Ufra 
Ht f^HTO 7TU\ ftt TO 7 , §1F ^TO feH'rt)' § 

<, ° W ^ TOM1 vfe 1 hM, t^fbx 7 MW fiwnf § GTH 

»fiw ) ^ Bra front § W3 


Dt 

era »rfH»r ft, fcm tyf ty rofft^f 7 ft 

ftw 7? ftt W ^ftt, §H UftH ?rara 77 TO vftt 

BTHt, §<r foftfteratft TFfftyr ft 

>(T ^ wh ye'feG ftt, 3 ?j sra sra to nd'fftfi? ftt 

TO ora fftwfftft ftt, fsrar fft»rftt ftftT mIw ft 

^ ftft ft 7 77 M¥W ft, H3IW w& TO 7 ft 
fen ft 7 W1W ft, H3T Mj? yftty ye'few ft 
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1.Y1UCS 


Restore to life those who have died in accordance with Die 
before you die,' 2 my friend. You wrote. You do not move 
at all. 1 * Why cast them into hell, my friend? 

In You tvi/l not at tain righteousness, recognize the mystery 
of until,'' my friend. The quarrel of love is hard. Tread 
carefully, my friend. 

You arc in everything. Display yourself, my friend. Grant 
me the union that was given to the Prophet on the 
night of the ascension, 15 my friend. 

Oh Lord, you brought creation into being. The world is 
a dream and a fancy, my friend. Bullha, the lord has 
come to my house; show him your dancing, 16 my 
friend. 


78 

Just guess who has come in disguise. A master of 
concealment has transformed himself. 

No one who has not spoken of pain has glimpsed the city 
of love. She drowned 1 and died, with all opportunities 
lost. Why was that unlucky wretch born? 

You made yourself like the palds tree. 2 You turned your 
body into leaves and destroyed them. You blackened 
your face. What is this blackness you have colored 
yourself with? 

The only treasure is the name of the lord, although it is 
reckoned a trifle by thieves and adulterers. Besides the 
protection of this mercy, fear was created by the rival. 


141 



LYRICS 


u nnt nu uu unt nu fen mu fnn unt nn suf 
to tpu uf)- ^fet %u nnt', nu wg um »ru TOpfero n 

feft cTU§ WTO* ?*, 3 UTWHd' §TO* fe 

^ tmu fe§' Wd<v tr, fen §s<f r %n v^'fy»F fe 

HUWfH FFIJt tfet "S', ddfed TTlff Hfet 3 

M3f UU nufed »TOf ?, >TO HWf U? V T feM r 3 

t feuwt ^3 dd'^d nf, 3Tft HHt few 3 W^3 nt 

UB tfe §TT ¥ r ?U ; Ft, fen UUI& t3 fe 

fej UUn 7 feKH U|U fef, TO FTO 7 TnTOtJU Ufe»T 

fen ulW g tohu Ufew, fen nun •dd'fenn £ 

e, ° it unt ;nuu nfefe ufep, uu hu »run u'Jln nt»r 
nnnt mu nufe ufep, fun ttnu^n mfr uifew £ 


feH^Vft feUUU 3‘di’di 1 , 33 K3 7 UF 3 d'dldl 1 
^ ^6d‘ 3"^d W'dfdr, fen nrawd >ru hhIu^ f 

^ ut HUH feu 3 W, feu $UF 3T g ;ggu if^T 
% f&z* few ut'nu w, feu ^ froifeTO F 

fenu^ to fen top nw u, fen ufe ud ft tot n 
^ to feft'fed n»n u, fen uw 1 ?ph to' few 7 F 
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LYRICS 


Get rid of duality, there is no confusion. He is both Turk 5 
and Hindu,there is no one else. Call everyone a holy 
man, there is no thief. He is contained in every heart. 

Why do you make up stories pointlessly, and read the 
Gulistdn and the BostanV Why do you quarrel for no 
reason? Who has taught you this perverse Veda? 6 

The law 7 is our nurse, the way is our mother. Next came 
reality, and we gained something real from gnosis. 

It is something seldom to he told. Realize that it is to be 
taken to heart. Show some way of pleasing him. What 
have you made a secret? 8 

It is necessary to study this science but unacceptable to 
reveal it. The one who did reveal it was Mansur , 9 who 
was seized and put on the gallows. 

You were urged on by the practice of austerity. Bayazid 10 
was separated from his body and became a perfect 
adept. Asceticism creates great saints. No one 
discovers it without effort. 

How long will you flee from this suffering? You remain 
asleep; when will you awake? Then when you get 
up, you will burst out crying. A fit of obliviousness 
attacked you and made you sleep. 

A single form was assigned to 'am andg/iflin. 11 The only 
difference between them is a single dot. Once the dot 
is removed from the heart, ghain is shown to be ain. 

While the heart is affected by duality, who can say My 
ego is dead”? My whole being became Inayat; then it 
got the name Bullha. 
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LYRICS 


D t? 

OTTO flf llpjpgr Urt'^'dfi 
BBtr^raiTi dw-^'dfl 
oFFTW oftpi WH, W? H >Jf T gT M’Wlt 
^ wg c^ vrat, tret are'^gfl 

tr gg g>re gg h 1 ^ fupj ftra i-c^dit 

fotg ?HX?4 nij, JTdtT >H3T?J d^^dfl 

^°C6 Ht tfggt§3, yfdoi (TO ^H'sS'dfi 


to 

^ MVHt wfew, ^j jjfif^fr ^LfT ^Lfife>jfT 
^ >HtJ mf gte 7 , UPU H 1 ^ tpfety 7 

^ Tnftrg »fu gro 7 , *nt hr ferfew 


144 

















l.Y IllCS 


79 

I* will use spells and charms to win my dear beloved back. 

I will recite and blow this spell.-1 will use the sun to light 
the sacrificial fire. 

The kohl on my eyes will be black clouds. With my 
eyebrows 1 will make fire. 

Having no other resource, 1 will plait my youthful beauty. 

Within my heart are the seven seas. I will stir up waves s 
with my heart. 

Becoming lightning, 1 will flash and frighten. 1 will become 
clouds and circle overhead. 

With love as my brazier and the stars as wild rue, 3 1 will 
offer the sun on the fire. 

I am not married, nor am I a virgin. I will play with my son 
on my lap. 

Builha, I will sit on the stool of infinity and play the conch. 

If I sleep in my lord’s embrace, then I tv ill be called a wife, 1° 


80 

The beloved has come as man. How wonderfully he has 
come concealed. 

It is he who is the deer, he who is the cheetah. It is he 
who moves fast to hunt them down. It is he who is 
the master, he who is the slave, he who lets himself 
be sold. 
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LYRICS 


c<t:1 tftw, oret 35 1 ^feT 1 %'few 

oftH Mt #aft tf o(, H'dfl TTBT sc'few 

^'idldld few y'ttl fe^t, V3Ht ^cfl 
ft TJtTS 7 , ftTH W 3 W 3 Wfe^T 

^ irete^ngtew^wt tnt, W^HfeH^tTfeW 


^ 7T W & ft HWt 

^^twtt?fe?>t, WH^ufefe^SWirt 
I* IH i*t 3 T f W%, t ^ 3* fpft W 

$ f fur intr, 3^ ttt w% wt 

feint, ft 0&& ggt w ^ w 

M q^fsfep 

fora w<jt t snitw t ^on w ft' 3iwt w 
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lyrics 


Sometimes he is mounted on an elephant, sometimes he 
is sent around begging with earthen cup and staff. 
Sometimes he is a master yogi, sometimes a hedonist; 
he is an actor 1 who assumes different guises. 

What a show the juggler has mounted; he has made me 
dance like a puppet. 1 must dance according to his 
measure, in the style that my beloved has shown me. 

Abel and Cain were the sons of Adam, but who was 
Adam born from? Bullha, even before them, the 
grandfather 2 was dandled in his lap. 


81 

I 1 am consumed with desire for my beloved. I am 
anxiously standing in wait 2 for him. 

I do not have even the smallest coin on me. I long to cross 
over to the other side. I am not on friendly terms with 
the boatmen. Foolishly, I get into quarrels with them. 

There is a commotion on the banks of the river Chenab. 
The waves surge in the whirlpools. Strong swimmers 
keep drowning here. If 1 make a noise, I go crazy. 

The tributaries of the river Chenab are deep. Swimmers 
dive deep into them. My beloved has gone across. I am 
left here alone. 

The branches of the river Chenab can only be crossed by 
swimming. 1 stand waiting for my beloved to come. 
My love for my beloved has filled me with ecstasy. If 
I cry out, 1 am destroyed. 
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LYRICS 


W W3TH ffa ■gilfH 

rag fr§ vrrat frw, flf tm fecra fera rarafr »f 

»M rarat «<^ra rara, fera wrara fera «cM<±rara 

>f §s wt ?rat farara, rara rara wrara £ »r 

rat w&, rara 7 ? w jw yrara 7 

WHra Ufa ?P rarar fercf 7 , y t ^ H^»P 

w rara lira fra rara firarra fra wra 

*— 4J 7 

^ yrararfirafrafsra wrapt, rat^raraffra?fr>ra 


t3 

ffr$ frat fwrat, At rara£ raf trat fe»rrat 

rarara Jurats, Krafts frat»r rarat>ra sraW 
^trafarararararat 

urrara fera raw w£i, rararaw rara rarat* fravret 
3^ wrafaft §t iwrat 

^ tra wa* § yrafrr, A tf fera fctfoal raral >ra 
^>>f ^raftrftptfrat 


148 





















LYRICS 


On the other side of the Chenab there are jungles and 
thickets, where cruel tigers and panthers roam. May 
the lord bring me quickly to my beloved. This anxiety 
is killing me. 

It is the middle of the night and the stars are waning. Some 
have already waned; others are about to do so. 1 have 
got up and come to the riverbank. Now I am standing 
here waiting to cross. 

I cannot swim and do not have a due what to do. I have no 
pole or oar, and my raft is old. There are whirlpools, 
and no crossing place is marked. I weep and wring my 
hands. 

Bullha, if the lord comes to my house, all my finery pleases 
me. He is wearing a diadem 3 and a forehead mark, it 
he looks at me, 1 feel fine. 


82 

Come to me, my dears. My r departure is prepared. 

They have all come to see me oft, all my r various aunts on 
both sides. They all weep bitterly. 

They all say', “Just be aware of this. You must be humble at 
every moment. That way you will be liked there. 

After seeing me off, they all return to their houses. I have 
departed alone. 1 am like the crane who is separated 
from her flock. 
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LYRICS 


M HR 1 HU U1U »fir ) A'UUTft£unR 
feu UU Ut-SF3 fowt 


Hritut w^t suut, tut u ufet ten ufet 

tn Au ura »feu »rfe»r, §h £ A§ »r ^uvrfew 
Hi w% t fa Trfe»f, §r f Ht uufau Hfat 

fu feR >fe feu UHU 7 , Ife 1 ?7R wrt UHU 7 
tfs* w 3 §5 tutu 7 , ft wr §3fat 

ff HU ifet >vr, sw f?1w H HU ufet »T 

3 TJIH7 % u^ulw, UU HUU 7 !fe wut 

M HfeW ^ Ufe, Iffejjp 7T5 

HtT H\»F UTfejp ?7UT HJfe, feutf Hfau* f Hfaufei 

fen A HUfft TO ^ufet, few A% § RUTHt 

^ uuut »rut, A srt ^ 

fenu #?£ nfa 7 wztw, 3^fef w ufeW 

^ A' Huut feu UHfefef, ufufer UHH 7 U 7 ^ 
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lyrics 


Bullha, the lord may embrace me if he comes to my house, s 
although I am so unaccomplished. The ways of the 
lord are strange. 


83 

Give me a cure that works. I suffer from a grievous pain. 

He came inside my house. He came and bewitched me. 

Ask if it is magic or a shadow. 1 Get the whole truth 
from him. 

It is he who dwells in my heart. He sits with me and laughs. 
Ifl ask him things, he runs away. He takes flight like 
a hawk. 

Now, lord, I have fallen into the river. 2 1 am engulfed by 
the waves and billows. I have been seized and spun 
around in the whirlpools. The rain is tailing and the 
night is dark. 

Oh lord, you have performed such great and powerful 
tricks. You have hidden the stars under baskets. 3 You 
have turned fiber ropes into snakes. I am sacrificed to 
all this magic. 

This flute that Krishna played inflicted a wound on my 
heart. 1 sighed and uttered loud laments, while 
weeping hitter tears. 

My mad love has brought me disgrace. It has brought me 
before harsh tribunals. I am a goat among butchers. 
I am always gripped by deep terror. 
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LYRICS 


feira gfjw rfe 7 , »feg rriw 7 ttff 7 

vrf fe© y*d^' jto h 7 , >t©t srt ©Ft siHwr 

flf ©t fi-Kra HtiHH w&, HFtw sra^W fMdi'e 1 
dlMdIM H? 7 ©t dt^'e 1 , ©t ©Ft ©F W©t 

^o ©hf grot, f3 wt% gtr fe©7© 

^ ©H F«l ©«|, ©Ut51 °T% ©Ft PtiMti’dl 

W hf © © ft tr^, >wf t fag ^ tg 77 W* 

©% W& tg 77 »p^, t% >?ff ©HF dld'dl 


t 8 

IMFWf©gg tFF 7 , WFTT Pd^'d 1 
ftw S 1 ^ F 1 ^rar |, §% 77F> 77 TFHt S 7 ^ 7 
^H>f ©F 3 HF 7 ©, ©TTF ©fa© KF W 7 

HtT 7 ^ ©t unrot, ife tT& HfS©©© 

M H^Jd ifatf H ©W ©H© 7 fat HFJ© WfF 1 
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1.YR1CS 


Fierce love cannot he properly understood. I fit is placed 
inside, it dances on the boundary wall. Give me a 
message from the true one. Let someone show me 
some sympathy. 

What do I know of kindness and love? My girlfriends 
are violent toward me. I do not know the difference 
between a cit ron and a watermelon." Is there any 
doctor or apothecary for me? 

The girl whose bridegroom is like bamboo from Bareilly 5 to 
has been broken off from the branch and is alone. In 
the river glade she cries, “Beloved, beloved.” Will 
anyone console her? 

Bullha, if I go to the lord’s, I will not get my life back 
again,^ If I go there, I will not return. Here my life has 
been passed for nothing. 


84 

Where have you come from, where are you going to? Tell 
us where you live. 

The position of which you are so proud will not go with 
you. 

You oppress people and torment them. You have stolen 
their food and snatched away their livelihood. 

The wise beloved makes things easy, and makes the tear 
of the angel of death go away. 

You must go and settle in the city of the silent, 1 into which ^ 
the whole country is admitted. 
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LYRICS 


sid sia VH Vjd'C 

wt fert, fer f 

fE?? Hd6' ftf■& FFF, >Hdl^d'd 

Ki — u * — 


tM 

fdt§ ft ft <7dt % HtT^, fdft? ft ft 


f ^ftr, fer h?7 t-fut 


ftU^McS ^rftt 


tF dd 7 f d 7 ^' 


4 


t£ 

TTet't^TTHfWHt^ 
ftftp, ftlH ^d H»TH ^o('Hltf' 
solid’ UnfrtH ofldl, 3d’ §d’ ti'^lti' 

(V^ ftara ftar, fftrr xra ftd wrete 7 
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LYRICS 


Full loads of passengers are taken across by the cruel 
ferryman, the angel of death. 

You may enjoy you rself for a few days, but in the end you 
must get up and leave. 

Bullha has long been more sinful than all these creatures. 
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There is only you, there is no me, beloved. There is only 
you, there is no me. 

Like the shadows in a ruined house, 1 go around and 
around in my head. 

When 1 speak, then you speak too. When 1 am silent, you 
are in my mind* 

When I sleep, you sleep with me. When I walk, you are on 
my way. 

Bullha, the lord has come to my house. My life is sacrificed 5 
to him. 


86 

Your 1 name is the focus of our meditation, lord, your name 
is the focus of our meditation. 

Better than Bullha is a hearth 2 on which food is cooked. 

The fakirs have come together and held a party, where 
every crumb is eaten. 

Better than a Ranghar 3 is a lump of brick on which the toot 
is rubbed. 
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LYRICS 




f MWt, djfl‘6'F 

fen VWn FWn F 1 MW 7 F, n? nn A TOJ WW F 
fen ufet FIFfeF fed'd 1 F 

fen ff Hfe w nfoF 7 % ft »r nn fw w 1 nfeF 1 f 

F §R Hnfe wfew ft, FF W?K FF FTH'fe^T fj 

m Hnfwrr nfe nF 7 f 

M fw 1 nn fen nnn nw % fen few nnFH w^ f 

fef HHW TOT (7 w F 


tt 

few&%>feti?m$ 

fe^r nn nr? nffe nnFfen, fen nFfan 3fefen nnfet»F 
=fe fwt fkf to §, few ftt vrcft wn § 

ft ^fet M nfe nfet, fen afe wr few § nfet 
wfefe n 7 ? fenm f, few ^ nfet um § 
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I.Y IUCS 


Bullha, the lord is found by those who become a goat for 5 
the butcher. 


87 

What have you spread yoursclt out on? You are here for 
only a few moments. 

It is a fair that is over in a Hash. Do something, now is the 
time. This moment, this day is your opportunity. 

You get one night’s stay in this caravanserai. When you 
get here, do not spread yourself out. Tomorrow the 
departure drum sounds tor everyone. 

You have come from that abode. You have settled yourself 
here as a human being. Now leave the party-youhave 
a task to perform, 

Bullhe Shah, this is your delusion. You have loaded a 

heavy mountain on your head. This is not the road or 
passage to that destination. 


88 

My heart desires my dear beloved. 

Some girls laugh and talk, some weep bitterly and suffer. 
Just tell the blossoming spring: “My heart desites my 
dear beloved 

I am left here all bathed and washed* My beloved has taken 
against me. Into the fire with all this finery 1 My heart 
desires my dear beloved. 
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LYRICS 


UR M 1 Wt glid'd §, few fel HRt W § 

M HU tt UR Jjrfetf 1 , UR URE UTR Wfe-H 7 
Btf UR HHUf' UR jfej PR Hfe RR § 


ttf 

& tife KURR, §U fe?J (7 tft^ 

few few* fW f%U WH Wit', UBRH fefe fe WEt »TH 
WJt 

felt Hfe HW RH Wff 

f tt ife E TO ER t, frR 3 HE U&Et MR t 

tt flf ufep EUt U t, t*% ftE UWt 11 
fe 7 WH KEtt Htf 11 

M be urh' urf^, uu err 1 e rrT pRorQu 1 

ffe HEcT §E 
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LYRICS 


My enemies have made me mad. Griefs have surrounded 
me on all sides. Come home, beloved, and let me see 
you. My heart desires my dear beloved. 

Bullha, the lord has come to my house. I have held Ranjha 5 
in a tight embrace. My griefs have vanished across the 
ocean. My heart desires my dear beloved. 


89 

Lord, I cannot live, 1 cannot live without you. 

There is no fragrance in these withered flowers. There is 
no hope of his return from foreign parts. The one who 
is my beloved lord is not by my side. 

Why have you covered yourself with a sheet and gone to 
sleep? Death has come to hover over your head. You 
have not consciously performed any good action. 

What have I gained by becoming yours? I have destroyed 
both my eyes through weeping. I bathe my face in 
tears as I take your name. 

Bullha, the lord conies from foreign parts, with a thread 
tied around his wrist and his arms hanging loose. My 
head is a sacrifice to your name. 
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LYRICS 


tfo 

feu uuw 7 u fenudi.uu, 

Hfet* u u ufe H-s'dl, feufer ut f ufet 7ufet 

HHHH^feufef ufet, feuturfeuuru 

ftrt 77 rFU 7 §t tTfe, >m UH T fe»f' HU HU W 

feu^ feu f ufe, feu uu 7 few 

U'«H UH>TTjfefUUU, MUfet DfHTftIvffe HUU 

Hu ife 7 fen ?7 uuu, feu feu few y»ru 


u H few tftf feu few HUH, feH few WU HU 7 U 7 oTUH 
fen UH 7 fet' UU 7 UUH, feu HU 7 fen W3 

tw HU fet HU U'ol'fed, Ufet uffeH 7 fefet UTU’fed 
feu Hfet' HHJ TH77TEH, fefe ?Wt IHU 


tfe 

Hfetfe fe ufet urgfet, fej ufuju yu Tufet 

fe ■£& fefe feu fR fefet, UHH §H fet feU 77 fefet 
‘?u? HfefeH’ feu ufet tut, HU UFU UHUf fefet fefet 
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I.YRICS 


90 

You keep asking for God’s forgiveness. 1 What sort of 
repentance is this, my friend? 

On whatever you give, you charge an extra 25 percent. 

You play a tricky game. Where did you discover how 
to be this sort of Muslim? Is this how you behave? 

You go where you should not go. You greedily consume the 
wealth that belongs to ot iters. You load your head with 
books full of falsehood. Is this what you put your trust 
in? 

Oppressors have no fear of being oppressive. They are the 
ones who die through their own actions. They profess 
repentance with their lips, not with their hearts. They 
are disgraced in this world and the next. 

You may live for a hundred days, but one day you will die. 
On that day you will be afraid of God. You will repent 
of this repentance. What use is that repentance? 

Hear the tale of Bullhe Shah. He found true guidance 
when he took hold of the true guide. My lord is Shah 
I nay at. It is he who delivers me across. 


91 

I am utterly lost, girls. 1 have removed the veil from my 
face and danced. 

In whichever direction 1 look, he alone is there. By him 
I swear that there is no one else. The cry And he is with 
you 1 was proclaimed, oh master, when your manual* 
was read out. 
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lyrics 


77H few; (V >RF ifefe, E Efe EU EE EEfe 

fen nfe yw fen 77 eJIG, fw yg cRte nfet 


tf3 

ntEEfeEwn 7 

yfe 7 iw n^few, >kh#' »fer <?n n 7 nrfe^r 
Gh Efor tfefef 7 wt w 

fet fe? e wfef Efefer, ns e Tfefen kwj Mfefer 


^fnn tto nn?> 77 ee, sejE ti'Ecf ufe eee 

Hn 7 uE n^fe n 7 

4 Ent he to wfe fen ee ^ee 7 nfef 

?>t E' yn E fe 3 tp 

l ^ 1 yy Et wfew fln, he ee war §h nt tn 

3E cfegryfenf 


^ % Tram 7 feHE »f?H E 7 , MER E 7 fE WEH E 7 
^ ^cjfet 3W EW iPt, EfebT n E 7 E75E 7 
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lyrics 


I have no name or mark, girls. Keep silent when I speak. 
Make sure you do not tell this to anyone. Bullha has 
a firm sense of the truth. 


92 

“Dunce” 1 is my name, oh. 

The mullah taught me the lesson, but 1 could not get 
beyond a I if .-1 suffered a beating with his slippers. 

Somehow or other our eyes met. My girlfriends have got 
together to beat me. My father and mother beat me 
too. 

My in-laws do not let me in. My grandparents’ people 
throw me out of their homes. I have no place in my 
father's house. 

When they study, the class all heave sighs. Now, unless 
I study, the teacher does not spare me. Oh, where can 
I turn to? 

Bullha, what did the lord do to me? Mind that something 
does not happen to you too. Then you will be fair to 
me. 


93 

Oh, I was smitten by love from the first. From the first, 
from the day of pre-eternity. 1 
Love fries its victims in the pan. Those who are already 
fried are fried some more. 
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LYRICS 


wfew § fee ^ >fer ; fefew § w 
few efe H feerrr fefe, fee sfefe wre 7 
M fee fe^Te fee M 1 ffefe, ?fef TJFefew 
ww?M wfe 7 , rfet* dwfew ere? 7 

— a — w 


ts 

yfew fafefe fli srw f, few ffe ?n=re wt 
TO dd'^i 1 , fee fee Ife feefe 

5TW rfe fee eefe, ^ we nfe' 
fedU W3\ ti few 1^ TTF^f' 

fee use tfdid fe yW efew rre 
fe? fefe few fe? ■&, cffe B 7 ^ UHfe 

fee efet fee fer £, §e fe tee net 
He Hjo 6 h w fee, fej fefee ferret 

M 3 1 fef wvQfew, eix eefe w ee 7 
fed ?e tfe, fen fee 1 ee 7 
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! Y K IC S 


Those who arc already dead get smothered to death again 
and again* Those who are already gripped are gripped 
some more. 

Somehow it is like a spark in the straw. Its sharp pain 
continually pierces my heart. 

Love struck my heart with an arrow. It cannot be shaken 
loose, however hard I try. 

Bull ha, the love between me and my lord is strange. We 
cannot be united, however hard 1 try. 


94 

1 will write a note to my beloved. I cannot see the one I 
love. The courtyard has become frightening. How will 
I get through the night? 

1 will make my paper by writing on my hem* 1 use my eyes 
tears to write with. I am consumed by separation, 

I will blow on my heart and make it burn. 

I keep asking all the world’s Brahmans and priests: “What 
is wrong in the Vedas and holy books, tor my luck to be 
so bad?" 

Sleep has departed to some other land. It too is my enemy. 
Maybe he will come to me in a dream. What a sleep 
that would be. 

I try to divert myself by weeping, but 1 softer a double 
sorrow. No tears flow from my eyes. Who has cast 
this spell? 
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LYRICS 


ute W8t FF FFt, tH tH Ftf FRT 
FFdti) FRt‘ ik,H3 IFtl FRT 

FFtwF tfedlw, Iff WS HFt Ft o;<j]G 

^ fit Ffet FFH Ft, HHf FU 77 FFt& 

TOFt ofcJI, FtF FtW 77 FRt 
Ffe'F^F^ FH, FFt 7RT 7? Hfet 

ftT HF* 77 FIT TF, W fFHF .dGldl 
Hf5^t fdrtrfl FMdl, FIH FFH Ftfld'l 

C|0 FF dTH IJF, ftR WRTt IFF 

^ fosfe FFdt, fee FSF FUR 

fec< .Gofd 1 Ft dltld), FFT FFH F FRI 
Wt»T tfe Ft HF, FFt Ffcftw IFFT 

tw Ft FFFt, ^Ft faG WFt 
^ FF ttoT F FUt »F, FF FKFTFFt 

T * T *f7> BHFt FtF F, M? IFF few wfew 
^3F HW* F* FiFW, FF 1 VF 77 F^FW 

^3IF FR FHfe, ftfe ofe FHFF 
^5* Hjl ^ Hflfet IF, t F TnFF 7 
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LY RICS 


I suffer the pain caused by another. Suffering is awakened 
in every part of my body. The cruel one takes my 
pulse, but then he runs away from me. 

Oh brother astrologer, just tell me the truth. Do not 
remain silent just because my fortune is bad. 

Not only is my room dark, but there is no wick in my lamp. 
No friend or companion has taken me by the arm to 
lead me away. 

I try to run away but 1 cannot. This love and this life of a 
fakir arc true. Love has laid its chain of two, three* and 
four strands around my neck. 

The light in both my eyes is lost, I realize what has 
happened to me. With the departure of I nay at 
Qadiri, 1 my story has again become difficult. 

The quilt of Sufi poverty has been stitched by the thread 
of love. It the beloved is there, you may sleep happily* 
let some other unhappy wretch remain awake. 

In my hand there is a basket of flowers; bring a trader here. 
At every door 1 keep crying out: “Everyone is about to 
depart ” 

Dear friend, what did I get from your love? I suffered 
overwhelming pain, but did not find the road that 
leads to you. 

Let us go and live in the city of love, where our bridegroom 
lives. Bn 11 ha, I beg the lord to grant me a sight of him. 
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LYRICS 


tf M 

w? 1 fen 3 fe§-' nfa yfa wte 7 

HTO H 1 til t! 1 , 33 HTW 3 333 ?7K^ w 
33 »f1w »TU SW §, f%H P>W 33 33 3 T 3t3 T 

W FHH Bt Md'feG, ^ HOTR" t^'fyG 

ftra cw^3 ud'feG, nt gfh few 7 wt w 

‘33’ fsra 7 ^rf^H 7 , tist tT f?> u-e'fe^r 

^33 tnt flgra fHgyggRg ‘wwt’ w 

u ^ tpfe»r t, S 7 dfdt" IV 7 lV 7 fe»f 7 t 

*&3 3tf ?th trarfejifT f } 7 ffw 7 e 7 


tfg 

^ wgp >B BT^t w?3\, l 73J3 W333’ W3 

^ tt y^ 3^ t$, for BTW fejK 7 33 tHt 
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LYRICS 


95 

From whom arc yon veiling yourself? Why do you sit in 
concealment and peep out? 

First you created yourself as our beloved. Now you teach 
us as a pious performer of prayers. Now it is you who 
have come for the spectacle. You are within it and 
keep peeping out as Laila. 1 

You had Shah Shams 2 flayed alive. You had Mansur 3 sent 
to the gallows. You set the saw to Zakariya’s 4 head. 
What account is there left to settle? 

You said Let it be, 5 and caused audit was to be said. You 
gave form to formlessness. For your sake the world 
was made. The royal umbrella of If it were not for you* 
was placed over his head. 

Now he has come quickly upon us. He cannot remain 
hidden. I-Iere he is given the name of Bullha, with the 
screen of earthliness 7 placed between us. 


96 

Which lovers have you tested now? 

All my sense was destroyed with the onset of love. 

I recognized the essential meaning of IVe are nearer . 
The lord is nearer than the jugular vein. 

He was Hir and then became Ranjha. Very rare ate the 
people who realize this. Once they do so, all disputes 
are resolved. 
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LYRICS 


& EH 7 3 t B T 3fH T dTE, e heme wdie 

f<J%¥ wnttit 

M ‘iHAWdof’ *FU oid ' fe» P H3 7 , HEEH E 7 EE 7 »TU ffa 7 
H7E HE HE »F^E EH 

HE 7 HE HH 7 E EETt, EE <J^Nd t # HHEf 

H^fTirauraftPH^Tstt 


tD 

eh eh eie^f he, »fUEt ^ 

fecf eh fen eh ^fsWt, fen hhW hhj eteh 
ftmTreTB T f the orart, h hht h 7 ^ heh 

n 7 ? zjife 7 wfix 7 ms f%H, hhtT eeh eh 7 

3Et' HE HE HS#»TO, HE »TEHH EE 7 
^ HE f> W3 7? IT^, M fEPH 7 riddl'd 

tffi HfUBt M’HfHEt, fHH 3 EEt dJE 7 ^ 

3H I$H w E 7 Hfe 7 , EE? fvjrft FTEt 
WEt I HE VEt§"& E 7 ^, MnFd^r 14E HE 
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LYRICS 


With letters of exemption, 2 they stay awake all night in 
vigil. The light of the Prophet begins to rain on them. 

See, he is in our courtyard. 

It was you who made him say lam God.* It was not Mansur s 
who cried out* people. Then you became the mullahs 4 
who stood near. 

Bullha, the lord is the law* and the judge. It is also he who 
delights in true reality. The lord dispenses justice in 
every house. 


97 

The women have all filled their vessels with water, each 
in their own turn. Some have got water and come, 
some have departed, while others are standing with 
outstretched arms. The world in which you take such 
pride crumbles into pieces. 

You wear garlands and necklaces around your neck, 
bangles clink upon your wrists, and from your eais 
fine earrings hang clustered, but all this display is 
false. The lord has still not acknowledged you with a 
glance, so all this finery has been for nothing. 

There is henna on your hands and feet, and your hair is 
tied in a bridal plait. Perfumed with oil and flouer 
essence, you chew betel, and your teeth are decorated 
with missi . 1 But when you get the dread call, your 
family is forgotten. 
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LYRICS 


he ft tfa vt ft, 3* f eei we 
LrfH§' het, fU»r t see 
djdf) Bdl EThmI dd), ■H'rt ftt d'tdl E'd 


tft 

eexeext ebw tr&iw, fw ^d^'di 1 


E^B 7 EEJ w Xfftf BE, ftt ftUd^'Jl BE 
§B BfEW W EE, f ftt Bfftx-T iEEEF 

EE f %3 eeb E'fyGrt, %E fed WE k^'fyQ* 
fecT Xfdf HW yEftnftft, f Wt HW WEEP 


^E W BE BftE 7 WE, §t »PEB EWE ME 
>fflf BEE 7 ftft ft, f ftf oft ffWEET 7 

4 §W feoTcE Qh Md'dlft feE xrfaxft ?W fBB'Btft 
feE EWt WE BE 1 did, ftft 3 ftl TTtH WBdF 

— u 1 ^ 


WE BMW BE VTT, ftt »TBE HE3 fwft 
HE BE iftBE fUxm opE, 3^\ tft MMB'^dl' 

feWEE EE M? fed ft, 37W sft PPE 7 oft ft 
HE^ftTEftWEft, f fttHEE HtFE'dP 
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LY R1CS 


BuLlha* if you follow t he path of the Lord, you will 
recognize the way. You want a winning throw, but 
you get three ones.- You have become dumb, deaf, 
and crazy, * having staked your life and lost* 


98 

Be careful how you fall in love, my dear. Later you will be 
sorry* 

Go if you are going to go, do not come back again* There is 
great indifference over there, 1 Tigers stand still in fear 
over there. You too will get caught* 

They put Yusuf in the well, then sold him in the bazaar. He 
was paid for in full with a hank of yarn* 2 You will be 
priced at a cowrie* 3 

Zulaikhn * fell in love and bought him. Lovers are writhing 
in agony over there. Majnun 5 says, “Ah, ah, ah!” What 
will you bring back from over there? 

Over there some have their skins flayed, 6 some are cut up 
with saws, 7 otilers are seized and put on the gallows.® 
You too will get your head cut off over there. 

Right beside you is the distillers 5 house, where the thirsty 
drunks come. They drink full cups and goblets, \ou 
too will fill your heart with craving. 

Which country have you gone to now, beloved? Who 

knows what will happen tomorrow? Do not stand neat 
the drunks, or you will be called one too. 
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LYRICS 


gftpr eta erf 77 fr, w at toe ee t h 

HU 77 to, Ua HFft tW dltol 1 


tftf 

fU»f T fe>K T TTf fto^ 7 77 Mdlt! 1 to, H5HFf 3 UUlt dto 1 

H 1 # toe 7 77 'fidl-d 1 to, ft fkH 7 Hdj.d 1 UU 

tetnf wi aee 7 to, ue ft§ eft 77 ofRuc 

7[S ft tot 75t tott VF, VSt tot & fmr ^ 
f f otot vrait w, yet t tot' tot H 77 

to tot 3 77& fw?, fHUU ftofto to Utto 
fee to 3 feu toe, ttoHd to fto afto 


=IOO 

fwe fee HTTf^H to wz 1 ,3 tote ft tor^ 

tot e 7 ^ e 7 ? tot, etft »fe ftoe 7 

FHH to t tot, S3 % TOH tore 7 

ftmto^^tH^toJ, tTcf 1 

torn eto1¥ uto, to to Far w? 
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LYRICS 


Bullha, do not act outside the law, and sleep undisturbed. 
Do not come out with I am God, 9 or you will be singing 
merrily up on the gallows. 


99 

My dear, this noise is not agreeable to me. I would live in 
peaceful contentment. 

This noise is not agreeable to me. Another blossom has 
opened in my house. I have seen new delights. Do not 
say anything to me now. 

Now I am dead. Mother. The crow has taken away my 
cotton roll, I go to shoo it, saying, “In the name of the 
lord, give me back my cotton roll.” 

Bullha loves the lord, who bestows thousands ol favors 
and blessings. All I vow and promise is that the 
beloved should dwell in my body. 
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My dear, you will have to get up and go without having 
done anything good. Will you ever become sensible. 

For a few days you will have a good time, but you will be 
humbled in the end. You are cruel and oppress people. 
Give up this practice of cruelty. 

Whatever you are proud of will not go with you. Always 
keep your eyes on the city of the silent, 1 into which the 
whole world is admitted. 
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LY RICS 


rrrr yR jwt wmmhr yn 1 ^ 1 

HR fHHRf HR HRH, R* M d l drd'd fw? 

M w EHHR HRS HR fey, R RHHR RM^ 

yfayy yy'Al rr MHMfl-, rr yfe hm^ 


sos 

Mm 7 iftM 7 rrh yyt vtM 7 hr, MR >ik fen § RHfe 
fetTR RHW HH RR sTR, MR fRH R tt HUfe 
HtTH 7RH Rfefe RHJT ; MR &W R RHtH 
W HR MR HR Mfe, MR fef HHtH 

SO:? 

‘RHH ^HRM 7 ' R7W H MtT § MR 

'— y 

mmr Rh hr rr c^ ife 7 , Mr yyfet hrh§ wr 
R MctH'dfl dd' rtd c?T -h'< d', W'Sd" t!" 7 Odl RtT § id'd 
Ht § tfe?, TRR 7 t f HR § W 
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LY RICS 


Filling his boat with loads of passengers, the relentless 
ferryman who is t he angel of death takes them across. 
Everyone here is flourishing, but I am full of faults and 
wretched, 

Bullha, the enemy 2 who is present in evil must be s 

destroyed by force. When the divine beloved makes 
things easy, fear o f the angel of death departs. 


101 

By repeating “Beloved, beloved/' we too have become the 
beloved. Whom should we call “Beloved” now? 

We have abandoned both separation and union. Now to 
whom should we belong? 

Like Majnun 1 the mad lover, now let us live as Laila. 

Bullha, the lord has come to my house. So why should we 
put up with reproaches? 


102 

Then there is the face of God 1 is what you tell us today, 
my beloved. 

Do not lift the veil and look at my face. Hide the faults 
of this poor wretch, my beloved. 

I am ignorant; what do I know of your love? I am not 
clever enough to practice it, my beloved. 

Hajjis go to Mecca. 2 You are our pilgrimage, my beloved. 


177 







LYRICS 


y fuft cfet H TO 1 fHTW ferra MtT § WG 
tRrafe^ 1 , 7TO ytf 3'HtT § "GT 7 ^ 


^03 

ora tft re gn re rft, rerr ^ w ?ro uh re tft 

37 ft few vr% fre ?h% tr, TTO re ferf ?>Fp£ 5 

(TO W3 tFg few MTfe tr, re fen tTTT WH re tft 

5Ht' wfew § vrra c7 yre Tft, ftfe ?rar fst fre ret iff 
tffwrefeur^BTHretTft, ^ggflitrafeg 
rere ?ft q 

BKf ffe u wft ret tr, w fere >>fre ret tr 
i*ft' »rft ire § ret ft, re fere Frft tjh re tft 

y ^ fw 1 hu tr gret re fen yy tre § nret u* 

^hh fere 7 rett re fe»rtfe dM'fet re re tft 
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LYRICS 


The river 3 is deep and the raft is old. On what pretext can 
I meet you, my beloved? 

Bullha, I have seen the lord in manifest form. Remove this 
modesty from your face, my beloved. 


103 

That is enough now, that is enough. Please say something 
to us with a laugh. 

You dwell in my heart; what makes you run far away from 
me like this? At the same time you cast your spell and 
seize my heart. Which way will you run off now? 

You do not stop killing those who are already dead. You 
keep hitting them, like a stick striking the ball. You 
throttle those who speak. Now let yourself be caught 
and caged. 

You were hiding, but I caught you. You are still full of 
energy to hide. I have pinioned you in my heart. 
Where will you run away to now? 

I) Bullha, am the slave girl of the lord. Now I am dying to 
sec your face. 1 keep offering hundreds of pleas. How 
carefully you aimed your arrow at me! 
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HO 8 

wit ggjg »raggwm 


wft gw gw, gg 1 gg gg ?tw g hw 

^gW KtT HW HW, IT^t Hg f >JT4 fiwgt 


ggt gftw wua ggir, we wr? wru gg? 
Wft^p % f%g Agg <w »r?, #gt fgygf mh gwgt 

wft gg ggt gg g^t, ws fen g* ggt few 5 -rg 
g ggt wjgg gf gg g 1 ?, g fen gift w 1 ggfei 

M Hwtw gift gfor wgrw, ggBgm fegr Aw 7 

fegt»r feg gf»g Hir gg\ feg gg gt gg ^h 1 Q<yyl 

fen gift H 1 7w iw, fag a fg 7 fcg a fag 7 
iw?t fag gift fat far, fag ggfa Iggg Qi'fat 

fen wft fa gg gg gfa, ^ Mgfat gg ggfa gfar 
fer gg gg g feg gg >ng, g^t feg a gg iHwt 

f^yggg gggg, ftr urc mhh w 
^ ^wit A^ Mw, ggt gggg gg gigfat 
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104 

How wonderfully Krishna has played his flute. 1 

Flute player, herdsman, Ranjha, your notes are shared 
with everyone. Your delights are my time of gloom. 2 
It is you who have mingled my tunc with yours. 

Flute player, you call yourself Krishna. You perform so 
many beautiful hymns. My eyes cannot see you. What 
a tangled game you have set up. 

The flute is something that everyone can hear or play, but 
very few grasp its meaning. 3 Anyone who discovers 
the note of the unstruck music 4 becomes passionate 
for this flute. 

Hearing the flute’s high notes, the body and soul scream 
like a peacock. The way it is put together, the whole 
art of a single note is created. 

This flute has a long story. Whoever searched for it has 
seen it. The stem of this flute is green. Its qualities 
have been created by the divine being. 

This instrument has five or seven holes. 5 All arc filled 

with their own notes. Amid them all, one note sounds 
loudly. It lias completely transported us. 

Bullha, his promises have been fulfilled. The beloved has 
come to stand at my door. Transact your business 6 in 
the name of t he word. The lord will be your witness. 
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t ft#t yvzz uret»r 
ftft fare Twfe»r ^rg gftt»r 

fere fg 7 ftt >nfe ftfe 
^ t isftra Iwf ft' »rft ftfe 
W ft Hftfe ?fe ft fif MH OTfetf 7 

I>V f3P>T HdH y‘<Jd did tJTEt rt‘rtl 

ft ft TT5ft W& ft H3 fcft 

|h wftWr ft ftfe ftft 7 m 77 grftW 

ftft few ft! nre ft ft ?r 
fej ffe iJffeH 7 1 ife ft^ sltdfe 
ftft ife fere ftt H 7 fe fetttf 7 

4 ftHfereftft^feU^T^fe 
tit fe Sfe Ufe 

ftftt ftrft <vw yrnfeuf ft tjiftfttf 1 

ftn feftft ftt ftftft fen fe ife 7 
TFf WW few fefW tjto 
tt’t fefe sfe w HftWr 

t& HM fefe ft m fetft fft 
fe^ yfet fe rrft ft Tfft 
** ft fet ft »fe fe fer ft ^ftW 
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105 

Come to my assistance, doctor, I have lost my senses. Your 
love has set me dancing in rhythm. 1 

Love has taken up its lodging inside me. I am the one who 
has drunk a cup full of poison. Come quickly, doctor, 
or else I shall be dead. 

The sun has set, 2 but outside the sky is still red. Oh, I will 
sacrifice myself, if only you will show yourself again. 

It was my fault, master, that I did not go with you. 

I did not realize what your love was like. It hit my head 
and crushed me like a mighty hammer. When I felt the 
blow of love, I screamed aloud. 

Mother, do not stop me from this love. Who can turn 
around a boat that is drifting away and bring it back? 
My brain is confused and has gone with the boatmen. 

The peacock cries in the thicket of this love. My dear 
friend shows me the Kaaba and the Qibla. 3 After 
wounding me, he does not ask how I am. 

Bullha, let us go and sit at the gate of Shah Inayat, who 
made me dress in green and red. 4 When I started 
dancing, 1 found my way to him. 
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WK 7 oft se 7 ft 3 e 

<T XHtH 7 , 77 fee WWW eW ate* 

77 3 ew* fee irate*, 77 ft ye 7 77 we»e 


7 ? ft Mee we fwa'y', 77 fee ear 7 ? nee 7 

77 fen BB WB tfae 7 , 77 f%S d'dld 

77 res set 77 enwwt, e 7 ft fee iratet wr 
77 ft Met 77 ft wet, 77 ft Mftas 77 ft ve 


4 77 ft wat 77 hwI, 77 ft feet xtee ewet 

^ fd£ 77 ddo( llJHdl, Tj 7 ft dhJti 1 Ifttl rtdrt 

77 ft f3 HSWW W ipfeM 7 , 77 ft MeX ft? 7 ^rfeM 7 
77 ft MBe 7 TTH UwteM 7 , e 7 feg ftee 77 fee #e 

mbs mb f> H'd', 77 wet err fte w^e -7 
ftft 77 wet ftwe 7 , se hu ww 7 ft 3 e 


SOD 

f^wtwesefeswetwe 
77® gee 7 wh wftw, were we 

^ § ft arcfN 7 ew 7 , ye fee we 7 e*>ret 

ft 3 bb 7 fet tet, 3w* e Msxef 
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106 

Bullha, 1 what do l know about who I am? 

I am not a believer in the mosques, nor do I follow the rites 
of unbelief. I am not among the pure or the polluted. 

I am not Moses or Pharaoh. 2 

I am not in the Vedas or in the scriptures; 3 1 am not in 
drugs or in liquor. I am not among the drunken 
reprobates. I am not in waking, nor am 1 in sleep. 

I am not in joy or in sadness, nor am 1 in pollution or 
purity. I am not of water 4 or of earth, nor am I fire 
or air. 

I am neither an Arab nor from Lahore, nor an Indian from 
the city of Nagaur. 5 I am not a Hindu, nor a Turk 6 
from Peshawar. Nor do 1 live in Nadaun. 7 

I have not discovered the secret of religion; nor am I born 
of Adam and Eve. 1 have not given myself a name; nor 
am I found in sitting or moving about. 

I know myself to be first and last, I do not recognize 
anyone else. No one is wiser than 1 am. Bullha, who 
is the lord 8 standing here? 


107 

Bullha, does anyone know the true nature of love? It is 
beautiful by name, but its actions are troublesome, 
destroying both waking hours and sleep. 

I curse Ranjha, but in my heart I offer prayers toi him. 
Ranjha and I are one; I am simply testing people . 1 
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feTT ftft feH tftt f^TF, fH ftftp 

y ifoTH^?Ptref 

— — = ' 


"lot 

^rft ft TTH?^ t^ § sld^'ylflT 

>fe ft ^fH»T H 1 ^ cfc 1 , ^ % ifrp 

— M 

?>gt wre wftt ft, f fef' ftter weW 

firu^H^HcreTO, Hti'yW 

* 3sl H'6 m% yfdHdf yjw wtw 

W& TT^ftt'Wf, ftH Ht»P HUd^W 
Mt ft^»r ft gin 

y % I ftft -gxgf gn 7 ^, ft W 3 T Ht»f t 

fft W ftt tP3 oft ygft, j TO^t»P 
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LYRICS 


The river glade where the beloved appears is the place 
to which I am devoted. 

Bullha, do not leave the lord who is beside you and go off 5 
toward the jungle. 


108 

Buliha’s 1 sisters and his brothers 1 wives have come to give 
him their advice. 

“Listen to what we say, Bullha, stop clinging to the Aram’s 
skirt. Why have you brought disgrace on the family of 
the Prophet and the descendants of Ali? n2 

“May anyone who calls us a Sayyid suffer the punishments 
of hell. Swings are set up in paradise lor anyone who 
calls us an Aram” 

The Arain lord is in all places. The lord is supremely 

indifferent. The beautiful are set aside and the ugly are 

embraced. 

If you desire the joys of spring, become the servant of the s 

Arains, Why do you ask what Bull he Shah’s caste is? 
lust be grateful for whatever pleases Him. 
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^Otf 

fere tTHtF (5t, Hfet 
wfe % fefe fef, Hfet 

wfe* 1 >{^gg ^rt, 3H3 ‘mrtMdcT »fv 

w w f gnt g^ 7 ?, 3 ^f> fefe? fere 7 ?fe nfet 


=1^0 

eft >nH77fe tr, sTcr wart fera^ ^ 

fyyd'JlK for fee ipfefe wfep^ 3 ts d°dfeG 
Hst 3 ffejRfefe?, ^3 gw ferra fe ^ 1 yle 7 

ggfe»r fee gefee ewfe§, rege % 33 fen 
few 3 m gw wfe§, fag fegg 7 fa? wo'yle 7 

*fefae 3 Wfirffef, (VKfewtfecT Md'fc& 

fwggd'yfe iwfeG, felijwOT ^wV 

q fe g^rafe 7 fef firfeg 7 , gw @h 3 1 ge 7 rwfw 7 

Wfee 3 W WFfW, Tfe |fa tdd ' ^fe ' 

fefetf 7 fg g 7 W cJd'fejH 1 , 733 fetOT Mdrfe»F 
^WFfewfw.ftrafHF^fe^FFfe 
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109 

He tells of countless mysteries, my dear beloved. 

He dwells concealed in »//»;,' my dear beloved. 

He calls himself the saint Mansur, 2 and it is he who reveals 
the secret of lam God. He puts himself upon the 
gallows, and standing nearby he laughs, 3 my dear 
beloved. 


110 

What trust is there in love? 1 fear its indifference. 

You put Ibrahim 1 on the pyre, and made Sulaiman 2 stoke 
the furnace. You had Yunus 3 swallowed by the fish, 
and seized Yusuf 4 and had him sold in Egypt. 

You set the saw to ZakariyaV head, and put worms in the 
body of Ayub the patient. 6 You made Sanaan 7 put 
on the girdle, and on another occasion had someone 
hanged upside down and flayed. 8 

You created light from the Prophet, and gave it the name 
of Imam Husain. 9 You had his cradle swung by Jibrail, 
then had his throat cut in his thirst. 

When the tree hid Zakariya, 10 you made them take his 
concealment amiss. You had the saw set on his head, 
so he was split along with the tree. 

You called Yahya 11 his friend, 12 and it was with him that 
he fell in love. You made him proclaim the path of the 
law, then had his head put on the salver. 
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W re trJY ife't tJ, re *re ft' 

f°i3 § m d'3 ddr ife sfe 77 t-Piffe 


rre?) 1 tret, fit 

£ffit^dM'A t, featW^fit 

H% fiRF fi£ tfo 77 ttfi ^ tfeTW fiw feft 
l^^TF^FRnst 


^trererHtt’^g^^fefegrefe 7 

sfe fraft HH §t, FFtJ fycS'fyd Hfef fit 

tt KrT W % 


t oTddl rett ret 

^ ret T-rg^t dfu aret, re feg ferr dfet 

^ W fift ifagr, fi% tfferett 

"eta iKF 5f| sraTF, firn ren sfegt fist 
^reife ure fitlfe, fair figt fife ret 


190 





















LYRICS 


Bullhasays: Lord, now you have been truly recognized. 
You are familiar in every guise. Here you come and 
there you go. Do not go away now and forget me. 


Ill 

Whether you know me or not, come into my courtyard. 

I am sacrificed to you; come into my courtyard. 

I have seen no one like you, though I search jungle, 

thickets, and desert, even if I search the entire world. 

In people’s eyes he is a herdsman of the buffaloes; among 
them he is called Ranjha. But he is our religion and 
our faith. 

Leaving my parents, I have clung to your skirt, oh my lord 
Shah Inayat. Protect the honor of the one who clings 
to you. 


112 

Sister, I am exhausted with all this spinning. 

The wicker baskets for the thread are at the back of the 
house. I am left with the cotton roll in my hand. In 
front of me is the spinning wheel, behind me is the 
stool. The thread in my hand is broken. 

Why should 1 work on preparing my dowry? I hold the 
cup of love in my hand. Summon that thief who has 
destroyed my life, and arrest him. 
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le 1 fe 1 w ffar, feg frret tz t 

»fHBT g^ra 1 ^TH?t, >f Vf gfst 

4 ~ew tife^ w g^r t?, ftfe »ra T t' fst 

1R 1 HU £ 77% STO>T, tH oi^d l 


'is? 


°<y %y St'OiT? o<y 7W 1 , ^JfV oT37j H3 3V 1 

fwfwtwnMB 

H? If^t 3g fWt, UH HH Hot ?? ^EtT 7 

feHM%K?jgraf^uraH 

y^3 3T?cf fcTH W¥ TT^H, c?ut' W? <7 ^ »P& 
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LYRICS 


As it spins around and around, my spindle has fallen off. 

My spool of thread has got tangled and the yarn is 
broken. The beloved is the butcher and the lover is 
the goat. It calls out “Me, me," 1 and is slaughtered. 

It would be good if my spinning wheel broke, then my life 5 

would be delivered from this torment. Bullha, the lord 
has made me dance, and the sound is very loud. 


113 

My* mind is fixed on my dark beloved. 2 

Sometimes 1 see a Brahman, sometimes a Shaikh. He is 
the one who creates all these guises. How skillfully he 
has played. 

When I realized this, 1 appealed to Ram: you and I are one, 
there is no one else in this house in the city of love. 

How many hundreds of thousands of kinds of existence 
the pandit describes. But the soul does not go 
anywhere and does not come anywhere. It is like a 
bracelet worn on the wrist. 3 

Bullha, let us fall at the lord’s feet. Let us cut off our 
head and lay it before him. Now I have seen God in 
everything. 
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9=18 

wfe ?? ygg 7 fare gfew, 7=rg ygtH* w g 

fegg W W3T Higt wt, A' gr§ W3T 7 H 
VF^S ftjft ftW <T tFT, 

feut fee tn 1 ?) Tree 7 , ferr § gy ttw f 
§5 W £ ftTH 7^\ wt, ferot ^ 

M 5 = 

ft' wf yg gerat ^, ftg* »rg 

fee re wefefrr re*, ire Lft»r t *r g 

M TTEh)r cTW ft W fefe 7 , felKHd 75g Tjg W 
yg gt feg fg§' reire 7 , ire ?? fg re 7 ^ 

g're gre »fre #§, nfe Sg g 
ftw g*re ft§ ft 7P ffnf, ^oyd f feg »r 3 

gwt tiftl gW ren, ret fejg m g 
^’fW gre^fe 7 ft fos gf, f Tfftr feg 7 3 

ft ^ss'dil K^fe^r yfef, fgf i?fre few 7 3 
gg* ft ?re Tire f, Hgx grrp- gre § 

feg BHcS ft w fes'fe'Jf, TJpg HHt gTH w °( 

feM ^ fftw gfet fafft,^ g^ ny £ v 7 f 
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114 

Mother/ this mad love does not turn aside, ever since I fell 
in love with the lord- 

The game between love and law has started, I roll the dice 
and play. They utter taunts, but I say nothing back, 
nor do I listen carefully, 

“Satan makes her dance in the courtyard. Talk to her and 
make her stop.’* 2 1 have broken the law and won the 
game. I go around in disgrace, 

T was a silly girl who was lost in her game, I played at 
making things out of mud / These games now seem 
ridiculous, since I entered my beloved’s house. 

I clap and dance"* with my girlfriends, while thebeloved 
hides and peeps. Ask him why he is embarrassed. He 
goes without revealing the secret. 

“Unbeliever, unbeliever” is what they call you when the 
people all cry out. Neither believer nor unbeliever is 
apparent to me when I enter unity. 

1 destroyed my blouse and scarf and my hut, after burning 
duality on the fire, I have sacrificed great unbelief 
from my heart, with my head placed on my palm. 

How lucky I am to have killed my master, 5 handing it 
poison to drink, I will be together with my beloved, 
abandoning all shame and reserve, 

1 have spread a bed in the garden, and sleep in my 

beloved’s embrace. We are united as one, now that 
Bull ha has found the lord. 
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>rut tt fftftw ttw tn?? 

ftcp % 3^ 3^ 3^, H 7 ^ 7 fg 3Tf3 

ft % fHH7 3t M 7 ^ W, gftjtdW Ht fcH fU 

fs ftrara tre 7 ^ faraif, ^rug fro? 7 ^ 

4 TO 7 3Hi? HM¥ ^ U 7 ^ 7 , 77 ftt 77 
— « 7 — 


fH33 fWH Wtt ?ft, ft He? I^FH ft?ft <P 

— O 

K3T 7 3ft ftd 7 ftTH ftftt, %tf HW? TOW ft tM 
’WHH f^f’ WS’t fttftt, ft' f^j g 7 ? ^(ft U 7 

itf HH? 7 ^ fftt, d 7 ?^ f? 7 ftft ftftt 
ftft fora oit3\ ft M, ft ?ro m^h 77 yfd Ht tt 

fesft »r ?fe»»F fee feit, t* »nrg ftt 3H lira 
^1 ^33 ftft, ft' HtTcT 7 g 7 ? Hcfitf U 7 

4 fff FU W3 77WZ »fft, ft ftftl ft ft 3IH H 7 ? 
TOtftft^ fer%, (TO ftftt ft dfoft U 7 
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115 

Beloved, through meeting you, all my sorrows are 
removed. 

In people's eyes he is a humble herdsman. Forme he is the 
all-forgiving lord. 

My yearning to meet him meant that my eyes were always 
downcast in distress. 

Separation and parting have been removed from my heart. 

His light is made manifest to me. 

Bull ha, I have discovered the secret of understanding. 5 

He is neither near nor far. 


116 

For the sake of my dear friend, I suffer people's 
reproaches. 

When I see my beloved on the pillow of my bed, I rejoice. 
Why do people tell me how 1 should behave? I cannot 
test without seeing him. 

Just explain things to me, brothers. Ranjha goes away from 
me by stealth. My love for him has driven me mad. 

I cannot sit in comfort. 

Separation has come into the courtyard. Every day it 
envelopes my body and torments me. There is no 
remedy for my pain except you. Without my beloved 
I will die. 

Bullha, may the lord come to my house, may he embrace 
me in my suffering, and may he spend the night in joy. 
Then I will live happily. 
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HdTSt W fdt Md^dd 7 , dd d dldfad Hd 

Hdl did »1rtdd y‘C fcdJdd, Sd did dfiftH 7 VH'd 

Tret' yy tyd ^dd'd, ft§ fw dTdto-r Hd y^ 

dd ft fdW fftddT ddiy^f, §H ftd dd ddiWf 7 

— 1 zz d 

fftdd ddTW few dddtM 7 , dfd dTdt»T It d^ dd^ 

fft »re y^d 7 w, yft fw doid'd 
ddft 77E d dfd fend, ddt HdHd dd Hdfe 

y dR dd ft dd ddlfet, dd dt HdWt ddJH diddt 
ddt d HH 7 ddJ dfe ftdftd 7 fed dW dHd ddfe 


*nt 

ftwft§ W^dt 

Hfd ft§ Hdd Ufefef 7 , Df?*# Mdt dd 7? ^fffef 7 

tdtdtftydWdt 
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117 

Tlie flute has begun to play mysteriously. 1 When I hear it, 

I forget everything. 

I have been pierced by the wonderful arrows of the 

unstruck music. 2 1 have escaped from the world’s false 
displays. The traders 3 behold the face of the lord. 4 
I have forgotten everything. 

Restless as a deer, 1 have now been trapped. It is he who 
has tied me up and made me sit still. Love taught me 
only the prayer of two prostrations, 5 omitting those of 
three and four. 

My beloved has come and stood at my door. Father, his 
promise has been fu Hilled. If your dealings are in 
accordance with the profession of faith, the prophet 
Muhammad will intercede 6 for you. 

Bullha, I have been beguiled ever since Krishna played his 
flute. Madly I rushed toward you. Which way can the 
stolen goods 7 he tracked? 


118 

The 1 mullah beats me. 

The mullah taught me the lesson. I could not understand 
anything beyond alif, but all he keeps shouting is 
“ Be, be!” 2 
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ntf 

HUMfetgrUTTUfufet 

tlW t, HU HU $ orfufet t 

feTH ^'fe'Jf 1 ' S3 ojrttld 3 1 , d'd ^ftW 15 H T U? »lfed tP 
fU Sfef t HU H3U W, ftfe tut 7P Us[fet wfefet t 

feif KU^H W3 MUH fet t, Hfe W3 H^Ht HU fet fe 
UU UU feu H33 UH fet fe, feU HHJU fet sT*M H 

^ feu ftrtcTU gfetfeuU 7 1, HtWWQ^ WTU 7 1 
^3 »fEU tU fejU 7 t, fef WU3U TO fffet fe 

fet fef gfe' W fe feuu* HUU 1 HU3 frpJ-TU 7 fe 
feu HU3 3 1 UHU^t, fet ffeuUT ^3 ftu tfet fe 

fet ?TU WW ffewfefe', fe3 U UHW fewfetd 1 

feu W HU HU wfe 7 , feu iTO UUfet Hffefet t 

fef' fefet huw t, f »ffe feu crurw f 
feu UU3 WW HUTW t, »fe HUH3 Ufa fe 

tTfe tfafa tfe ?fa UUl', TTW Ufa UUfa tU ffe Ufef 

UfefefaUtHfeHUUUt', fetffettH?rtfett 

u s: — 3 

t SfaUWfeHd'd Ufat', HS% faSfa dcfafaUfat' 
fe3 HfaU ft WU Ufat', fet Htffet Ufa ttfet fe 
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I 1 cannot help saying what comes onto my tongue. 

If I tell lies, then something is omitted. Telling the truth 
sets things alight. Both alternatives make my heart 
hesitate. As it hesitates, my tongue speaks. 2 

Anyone who has discovered the fakir’s secret has tracked 
the path within himself. He is an inhabitant of the 
temple of joy, where there is no rise or fall. 

All that is necessary is to be respectful. I know the 

universal rule. All things contain the form ot the lord, 
sometimes manifest, sometimes hidden. 

This courtyard 3 is a slippery' business. Tread carefully, for 5 
it is dark. Go in and sec who it is. Why do you seek 
delusion outside? 

Appearance extends itself here. Understanding things is 
a strange business. There is the flash of a single torm, 
like a spark that falls into gunpowder. 

Sometimes he displays airs and graces. Sometimes 
he becomes the Prophet and brings about union. 

Sometimes he turns himself into a lover and comes. 
Sometimes the soul suffers in separation. 

Why do you make earth and rubies? You yourself are a 
unique pearl. You are made distinct with a dot. Still 
you seek your director and guide. 

When the exalted light was manifested, the holy mountain 
of Sinai 4 was burned up. The saintly Mansur 5 
ascended the gallows. Boasting is of no use. 

If I reveal the mystery, all disputes will be forgotten. Then to 
they would kill friend Bullha. Veiled expression 6 is 
suitable here. 
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lyrics 


wr yf^j»r few 3 ofert $, §t fet bbb uofteft t 

MrJdl t 

spb '»f5ro f »rfe»r ^tb, w§ wb >hb t b fi^rfew ^b 

Vff^f c?B, t HBM >PB c^rJtdl H 

sTB ’TB BBBB tUB^fet B, tt #Bt f ftTB SFUt t 
fe? BB Bfe^ Hfet t, 7TB ^W 7 feH t! 7 effect t 

fen »rfaw w sit b^f t, bbt bbb t ytnr utn 7 1 

ftfe >nar »rv ^hIH 1 t, JHtl'Wd c<nM£ 

w §' ^fu* ffW3 BBfet, f >HBT feH 3¥'Bt 

BB BW 1 BCIB BB TWBt, 3B tBW feB Bfifet t 

BTBBB W Bt'BB SBt', feB BB Bf tpT BB? 

MB %MB B’tft Wf BBf, B’Bt' TPB BBfeW^ HfBBt % 


^BfeBBB^Bt tfo 

3MB HBBB BW fHWfaf, TJBWf BMB T’jtTB 
Hfe feBt, fef BBIW f%B tB 


3MB BfFcf B 1 Hfef, BB §t‘ tffe»f ^B 
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LYRICS 


I have studied the science of certainty, where only one 
letter 7 is real. All other disputation is superfluous* 

A tumult is created for nothing* 

Oh lord reason, keep coming, and keep teaching me 
respect and decorum* Keep correcting me, for I am 
untruthful, saying that man is foolish* 

The divine power is wonderfully nonchalant. It bestows 
royalty on the prisoner’s head* It is a son born of a 
mother* Everyone professes faith in him* 8 
What resource does this helpless one possess, whose color 
is yellow and whose face is pale? Where he is himself 
the intercessor, 9 who can speak of the court of justice? 
It is you who made the Sir at bridge* 10 Who can shield 

themselves against you? It is the excellent word 11 that 
delivers us safely across* Who then remains in hell? 
Bullha, the lord is not separate from us; without him 

there is nothing else, not even a straw. But you do not 
possess the eye of vision. That is why the soul suffers 
its separations. 
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My Ranjha is now someone else. 

When the calls came from the throne of light, they were 
heard in royal Lahore* 1 

Those who are smitten by love wander like cattle in the 
forest* 

Ranjha, the lord of Takht Hazara, 2 has now come from 
there as a thief* 
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LYRICS 


u w w w hr?? RFRBtRR 


HRt rc?h r feB %r, ?>t HRt ■few % feB br 

hb ferrf fcr hr 7 ?*, h# to f feB tR 

BRt tat fcRH fern 1 , hrt feB 0 fup>r hr 

HHHH 7 ?) fHf%»T B 3dti, f<TR ddt! did 
RH % fed Hdtl, fed t!d' Rt *}R 

foT3 RB BRT foB Rfeu RUHR, tt ^Rfeft tR 

feR taw 7 ^cF b 7 brib 7 , fa»r bb <Ja 

y w Hfi^f w fHHt»F, HRfef 7 BR3 Ht)B 

HB fe^'fed f3t»F RBfrf, HR ¥R few 7 #B 

^TR ffe»F feH R 7 ^ ?FUf, BR BB ftfHW 7 PR 
^ Rtd 7 RTdld't! »fTT T ^ T , HRHR BRR HflR 

^3Ht'^t »f^ HB, »FR RBt »FR #R 
A' BH77 JR\ RRR M, HH HB R 7 tR 

~ O 
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LYRICS 


Bullhe Shah, we are not going to die; let someone else fall 5 
into the grave. 


121 

There is a thief in the folds of my scarf. 1 Oh, there is a thief 
in the folds of my scarf. 

Good people, to whom shall 1 utter my cry? Oh, there is a 
thief in the folds of my scarf. Stealthily he got out, and 
havoc was caused in the world. 

Muslims fear the burning grounds, Hindus fear the grave. 
Both of them die in this dispute. This is the enmity 
between the two. 

Sometimes he is Ram Das, sometimes he is Fateh 

Muhammad, 2 hence all this long-standing uproar. 

The quarrel between them was removed, when 
someone else emerged. 

When the calls came from the heavenly throne of light, 
they were heard in royal Lahore. 3 Shah Inayat has set 
out his hooks, and without being seen he tugs the line. 

Whoever did not find the one he was looking for cried out 
in grief like the peacock. Baghdad is the place of the 
Pir of Pirs; 4 our guide is in royal Lahore. 

This is what you all should say: it is he who is the kite, he 
who is the string. I am telling you to arrest Bullhe 
Shah’s thief and bring him here. 
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LYRICS 


fta fe§' fear nfet, ?>t ft 3 iite up-rFt 

333 33^ aaa 7 crfg»r, fea 3a ftf Hfe ?r wfenf 7 
^H‘3 fed 3 ald^H 1 , fta a.dltT Wd caf ^ 1 Jl 

traiftw ft ura fea ftst, 33t ?fef w tst fst 
fen at tt ft fft fst, 33 3t era- ftw taa^fet 

awaaaat’^fet, ft afearet wa rca 3fet 

M H33 333 fwat, ft 33fet W W3t 

m Kfetf'UtTUfeiic'jfet, f33tn§fe3 Aa'al 
ft% Hfet 3 .SirfM fert'dl, feH f> ,dl5 d'd fewtrl 

‘33 SETfTJ’ »f?h t »rfe»f ) 3M3 did'feG afef irfew 

f^oT t! 7 W ti f o( HSHiW, W ^TO 1 HW H 1 tM 

tW WW >jrtd r 6 tJW'd, HOT W HcV^ 

Mnfet^y33ftw%;ft3 T tft33H?3 3 T 3f 

fey fejjcf fB 1 W3 yfdt;', H«d cid'd 3 1 didt' 

tatfsaa J>lt afaa 1 , aiw ant ftH 3f sfet 
tfe $fe»r at »rt 35ft, ft 33 ata fonfet y^t 

M 33 H3tf ftsft, featf trfef 

6,0 ^|R^§3%>>r r ,]g ! 5rap3f33fe3 3f7W 
^ >f3 fef 33* ariw, fn cM taa^at 
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LYRICS 


122 

Why 1 has my beloved taken so long? Oh, I am devoted 
to him. 

Separation has given me much pain; I cannot endure this 
suffering. It has put a large drum on my head and 
placed a sack with an iron pot on my shoulders. 

At home I am ravaged as soon as I wake up. 1 am never able 
to get up or to sit down. It is the one I belonged to who 
has slain me; how can he be so indifferent now? 

Bullha offers himself to you, oh lord. I am sacrificed 

thousands of times over. Your appearance is very dear. 

I am a poor creature who is devoted to you. 

The Five Firs- protect my beloved, they search for him 
among people. Divine grace is upon my beloved, who 
has played the string from the unseen world. 

The call came; Let it be, and it tpas. 3 Ranjha came quickly 
from Takht Hazara. He was called ChuchakV 
herdsman, but he was the lord of purity. 

Come, Ranjha, let us go to Multan, to pay homage to 
the great saint Bahaval Haq. s Let us gain our desire 
immediately. My heart longs for the lord. 

Wherever love sets up camp, all patience and resolve 

disappear. They may claim to be free, but the noose of 
love has fallen around their neck. 

The bridegroom’s procession of the Kheras has come. I, 
poor Hir, am finished now. The blood has evaporated 
from my body. Separation keeps burying me in a pit. 

The Khera is proudly mounted on his horse. The poor 
fakir 6 is mingled with the dust. Why put on such a 
false show of pride? He has shown his indifference. 
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LYRICS 


he ft ftta ftfo>>F e 7 ft ftu 7 he he^e^f 

ft§ >rut ehe 7 ? »ffft»F f B'Jlft fttftt e^ ee 7 ^ 

ft HHjt Et HEt ftE 7 , 31H3 VHE EE 7 HE 7 
BHE E SEE 7 EE 7 , HE Eftt E^ fEEHHt 

fSS ^ftt HU wfe»F, ft H?3 B 7 ? HHlt H 7 ^^ 

Ht SS fc^FE E5pE>>F, §H fttE 7 BEE W 7 ^ 

HW SEcT ftft 3 Hfft»F, ftfE»F Efts HE EftW 
HHJt HE 7 ftft sfe^F, ft 5ft SEft SETE HEFt 

^ EH5f ft? few ^ H 7 ?, ftE 7 §H E 7 ?FH Iwt 
ftft VSS 7 ft HUB 7 lF%, ETH ft ft E fHE HHjt* 1 

3TB Ura^ ft fttE H?F%, Htft EtH SB ^dW't 
fan E 5TBE ft? HsF% } fu HE iftw 7 HEE SVSt 

HEft HHT fflM'dA »Ffe»F, fHE E^t HE ft?F HcVfEM 7 
feHE BETS 7 tH SftrfCT 7 SHft H7ft BTft f%U wt 

HEft HfSB ftfft»F ft >)F%, ftTH UfE HHHH ft *UB tFft 
fft tF ft cSE STFt, »Fft ftfft»F SEW feft'dl 
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LYRICS 


The Pir of the Kheras 7 has come mounted; what an uproar 
he has created. I have not seen my beloved, and that is 
why I have lamented my condition. 

I am the beloved’s, the beloved is mine, in flesh and skin 
and every single part. On the day of resurrection I will 
create a dispute, when divine justice is dispensed. 

Chuchak called for the qazi and sat him down. My beloved 
Ranjha is the one who has pleased my heart. Forcibly, 
the marriage ceremony was recited and the ritual was 
performed. 

Oil and lotion 8 were rubbed on his shoulders, and sandal 
paste was smeared on his forehead. My beloved has 
gone into the river glade. What use to me are the 
bangles on my arm? 

Casting aside his drum , 9 he goes toward Tilia , 10 he sits and is 
meditates on his name." He has his ears split and the 
earrings inserted, and is initiated by the guru. 

My Pir gains the approval of guru Gorakh . 12 He keeps 
crying “Hir, Hir.” The one for whom he had his head 
shaven has a face as pale as the cotton boll. 

The yogi came to practice yoga, with his head and beard 
and face clean-shaven. He has put on ochre-colored 
clothing, and has a yogi’s coarse black thread around 
his neck. 

The yogi comes to the city of the Kheras, going to the 
house where his purpose lies. He goes to the door 
and sounds his horn. All this has happened by 
divine grace. 
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13 133 fft»F fftdlft, 33 333 37? 33 3^ 

feFT 3 37? 37? 33 3^3, 37? fft»F f33 337)' 

3° 3^ 33 33 37ft 3^, t^ 1 3t3 333 33^ 
ft 33 fefW ftl ft 3 r %, g 3 7733 ft3 fiwftt 

fej 3f7? Hfddl 333 3^3), ftft ft) %33 fftft tF3t 
§3 ftt 7JF3F Tlftt 13733), §3 3»F 7T33 33) 

373 HFdft 33 Trarffttf 7 , 3t3 iftft 733T 
ft3ft K33 ?37 TtfffftFF, iftr HfTFT 133 333) 


S3? 

ftft Hf3 Ffftftj-F ftfar 313 

^T ^ ^333 ftt?F ft3, JtfTFre ftftt ft) 3733)3 
WF 33 TFfe^M 7 31tf3 7?&3 

37? 313 ft% ft? fftft3, 7?3T 3T3t ftl TTft ft) ft? 

7F§ §H 37f7f ft) §3 

33 fW fdicly 73ft 73fft3, 773T f3T»F 1H3 fW3 3^ 
33 ft 3ft TJTftt 33 fft^H 

M fftpjf 17 3ft^ HtjT ^ 7-ft^K V^J" >>FFF ^33 73TF7 

33 733 7T3 33T fbT? 7 73H 
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l-YRICS 


At the door he is violently seized. His bowl is broken and 
his beads scattered. Who recognizes his deceit? The 
grains of millet 13 are scattered on the path. 

Picking up the millet grains, he puts them in his pouch. 

He sits and looks intently at Hir. tie discovers the fate 
that is written there. Their eyes weep and engage with 
each other like soldiers. 

Hir’s sister-in-law Sahti realizes what is going on, she 
knows the secret pain they share. She too was truly 
intoxicated with love, and added straw to the smoke. 

Bullha, Sahti devised a trick. 14 She caused Hir of the Sials 
to fight with the snake. The yogi came to cast his 
spells. Both their desires were fulfilled. 
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Our beloved has come to our house. 

Unity has created a wonderful uproar. The unstruck flute 
plays its high notes. Now I have found royal Lahore. 

The false and the true within me have been consumed. 

I have felt the blow of true love. I have found refuge 
with the lord. 

Now why reckon years and hours? I have got hold ot an 
intoxicating cup. I have forgotten my essence and 
attributes. 

Now what is the point of counting? The beloved has 
looked 2 kindly upon me. Now the world looks dead 
to me. 
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LYRICS 


uu wrS w ut urr, |w hu wfu»r uhu ira 

H 1 ^' U'H'yl TFUt »FH 


CRB 

»fUTH ?H Ut MUU <^et, Ufa F^d'M 1 UR 
HUfrf § UH UW, f5t»T ora?7 UKW 
HUT HUTU HU HUt, WTt' »TFt»F Ht 
*J w wo it Q«'dr, uu <?<*: Htf HU 5« 

<RU 

H 1 ^ fef' tuu W?W £ 

Ufa W U? ^ SRFU, fUH FTUT H 

ftc Of 'd S'SC ut Ub(4i, feof HU?^ tTrU HUT t?t eTcTUt 
fauU ftfc HUUt, U U U 7 ^ UH’feW U 
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LYRICS 


Now we are ensnared by hope. Bullha, the lord has come 
to our side. The lord has fulfilled our hope. 
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How precious my bridegroom is. 

No clue as to what lies ahead can be gained from studying 
books. 

The true get beaten with slippers, while the false have a 
merry time. 

The comfortably off are far from the truth; we have come 
wit h o ut presupp os i t ions * 

Bullhe Shah, if I speak, who will listen to what I say? 
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My beloved, why have you taken so long? 

Now tell the stories of love, Bullha. The body that has 
experienced it is the one that knows. Rebukes at home 
and reproaches outside are the comfort I have found 
through falling in love. 

My eyes have assumed the task of weeping- First theie is 
death, then there is the world's taunting. 1 he pain of 
love has gripped my unhappy heart. Oh, I have wept 
and bewailed my condition. 
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LYRICS 


wr fUty'M 1 Go '3fo*?t<7 ft sidoi wo htoro ftfa-f 7 
Go oWr G B’o fi-woor % T , ft yo ot' if Wfew G 

few p® w feiyl, ho o^ Gt orw He-rel 
oo rtlirio oraG ^v> oGt, ?ft ft ho wfod’o «di'fy»r G 

tf$ BO 313 W40 HOFOt, OHt HH5H3SO wG' 

to* ft [yrt’fyo Tret', ftmft§oo fftMGw G 


ftGot<Goooot, oot^ooGo 1 

ft ft ft§ jjrfw, tot tjIh HTftra* 
^htt fto f^fG*p, few Gte 1 to 7 
TrefoTfefto 7 

§0 >H00 T GGG, rF i>rft ftroo 1 

ft feo Gt 3d Hid ft, ft OOO 1 Go 7 

ft fto 1 ^ t, fen ^ ?o ftor 


031G OGlt fGWr, 31W soor Gw 
^ftfoo foi»p, GGt 0^75 Gw 
♦W m JHGff TfOtrrr, few 003 §3* 



















LYRICS 


We have fully investigated the cup that Shah Mansur 1 

filled and drank from- The beloved gave me the crown 
of the ascension 2 and made me perform my ablution 
from the well. 3 

Love made the muezzin give the call to prayer. 4 He 5 

proclaimed the message of giving pleasure to the lord. 
Forming my intention, I went quickly to perform the 
prostration. Oh, I have turned my face toward the 
mihrab. 

Bullha, embrace the lord and master. On the way all the 
girls have dressed up- Let me see Shah Inayat, who has 
made me meet my lord. 


126 

I keep waiting, do come and visit me some time. 

Remember what I said to you and send me a message. 1 
have spread out my eyes as abed for you, I have made 
my heart your lodging- Come on in with your swaying 
movement, my Shah Inayat. 

Is there anyone who will go and tell you this message from 
me? “What fault is there in me? 1 am your slave. Who 
do I have besides you? Do not destroy my heart.” 

I have a bracelet on my wrist and bangles on my arms, 1 and 
I am wearing a tunic of many colors. The beloved has 
made me some sort of yogi. I am consumed and heave 
bitter sighs. Your heart is made of stone. 
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LYRICS 


u f^K 7 §gt w nyg ggt, fej ggm gw 7 
y^r HHt ft g^ret, ora gw 7 g w 

^dfdict-y!^ yw* m fw»p, HH* g 7 w 

gm 7 gylira »gyg, wv?to yyt»r 
fey 7 fey fey yfey yyfedi 7 , gg fyygfer yfefag 
yg »f 7 y yyt mg w, gy fg fepH 7 ym 

feyyW H'd^d yfe»r, feyf £fe tfey 
hu fe?r § mfew % yy fey fe?y 
feniram?; fefw»r, feyt yyfe fern 7 

gy feyy gy y r fw»r T , w gmg feym 
yg yfe»r #wt mm gt, few ugsr ny 7 
fewgd yygy ^pyfer, yg ygfe Kg 7 

yfefe yyt fegyt, yw n?t ife 7 
yfet wy fey y myg, fe yy tm fey 7 
^ feMfey gvdl, few gfe fey 7 

1,0 'tt gm ymw gt, few yy fey 7 
Ipft yty yfefe>fe, gffen 7 wyg fern 
yfew 7 fey ywfemfe yg cr»ra yg 7 

t mgr yyw yt, gw fyffe*F fey 7 
gg 7 gfe»r fe ymyt, yf gwrg fey 7 
yy yw feyt ymyt, fefe gyy 7 feyr 7 
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LYRICS 


What is the parting in your hair marked with vermilion? 5 
Your red tunic looks good on you. I keep crying out 
like Sam mi, 2 saying, 4t Oh, my beloved Dhola!” I have 
experienced innumerable torments. Those torments 
have enveloped me, 

I thought it was just my home that suffered, but suffering 
has affected many people's houses* All those upon 
whose heads the flame of love blazed have gone away 
in mourning. Now it has come upon my head, and my 
quarrel with them is finished. 

Those who were sent to their in-laws are back home. 

Those whom the lord favored have climbed into bed 
and sleep there. The courtyard of the house where the 
bridegroom has not spoken is empty* 

I have searched the entire city. Who shall I send as my 
messenger? Now I have climbed into the palanquin 
of love, and my heart is beating* Oh my beloved 
Muhammad the Arabian, take hold of my hand. 

I have gone down the first stair and am stationed on the 
Sirat bridge* 3 Hajjis go to Mecca, 4 but I gaze on your 
face. Come, I nay at Qadiri, 5 my heart desires you* 

On the first night of being together, 6 my heart is full of 10 
fear. After the deep grave was dug, the tomb was split 
open. When the first tie of my winding sheet was 
undone, my face was turned toward the Kaaba* 

I have heard the call of the Apostle, and I blossom like a 
flower. I am in permanent attendance upon you, and 
I am present before you. My permanent attendance 
upon you is my humble act of prostration. 
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w 33^ hu rife fee 

W tfe 7 W, H T^jf 

x? fee w feet, fm tr^t'te 7 


BTT o(Htt % oft sirtd, M3 ^rtd) X'ril 

% ^Rt W e^TH ^3 T ) WFM t Vc^t 

trr cmg t e^ ytfex, htw were efef 
<W efoPH 7 ftt fUt, fl 33 7^t Vefet 

iar eer t f( tet sfe 7 , wt »re wet 
>M wfet HHfow % r , frra ira greet efet 

4 >H>W H3 77W eitfef 7 , eft eitt >Hdldrd'dl 
x^et ft-re 7 te eiefet, §33 wft efet 

‘MHFH’ fed 7 WH ^fefef 7 wtfef 7 , y? fef' HTd feH'dt 
Wd fee W?t»P eirefop, W foT§‘gut feWdt 

flf srxfe wet 3tt, tere ee feefet 
fR 7 m % wfe* efef, HM fwfe efet 
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LYRICS 


Buliha, fires of longing for the lord burn fiercely in my 
breast. The journey of love is difficult, and it does not 
get less so. There are tigers and leopards on the way, 
and I am surrounded by bandits. 
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I have had enough of picking safflowers. 1 

This safflower lias rather line thorns. They keep catching 
in my veil and tearing it. The master of this safflower 
is harsh, and his accountant is cruel. 

This safflower has four officers. 2 They demand a hefty 
sum. The other girls 1 have picked very little. I have 
filled my basket. 

I have picked and picked, and have accumulated a pile. 

The merchants have come to stay. The passage is 
difficult and the way is hard. I have a heavy bundle on 
my head. 

The girls who have performed good deeds have all got 
safely across. I am full of faults and am left here. My 
whole life has been wasted in playing about. The game 
is finally lost. 

Am I not your lord? 1 ' he said, when he set his eyes on me. 
Now why has the beloved forgotten me? We lived 
happily together in the same house. Why have I now 
been abandoned? 

I am lowly, clumsy, and ugly. Who is going to think of me, 
who am without any good qualities l Buliha, I am not 
worthy of the lord. Shah Inayat has delivered me. 
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ft faf era ww epwt §, few ftft hmh ewe § 
nnt hew cr»ft § ora#, we 1 hew we fwg § 
«t¥ W fS ftt»f W, WE erat §H WE § 
ft HEWE HE?> W W&, HEX HEt EH WE § 

M HE 1 JTOt W# EEf fftftW, EE few EET WE § 
HW HE Et fttH Wttt, WE iHdieO'd § 


ft ETH #H #t HEW W, HE ERS HEW HEW EF 


37? EW ft WE 1 wfe»F, HTft H# ft 7S*W WfeW 
EE HEW W HWfew, ft HEH HWfe»F HEW <P 

E^TH E75 ft HH WWEt, >M ft ft Et ft WEt 
HEt HE#! HEt HE 1 ^, ft »fETW HEW E f 

t Hilt HEH HEBREW, HETE EE* ft ftw 
^ Et ft ftE fawfew, EE HH WE HEW E* 
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LYRICS 
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Why should I go to the Kaaba? 1 My heart longs for Takht 
Hazara. 

People prostrate themselves toward the Kaaba; my 
prostration is to my dear beloved. 

Sir Ranjha, do not let the sight of my defects mislead you. 
Just remember your promise. 

1 am not a swimmer and do not know how to swim. 2 It 
is your responsibility to save me. 

No one has ever encountered anyone like you, though 
they search the entire world. 

Bullha, the lord’s love is strange. He saves one who is full 
of faults. 
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I speak of that place. But even as I speak I am afraid. 

You made a false promise to the souls, saying: “You go, 
and I will come too.” 1 You made me a slave here. 

I was deluded and am paying for it. 

I am playing with a stern despot. Even if I am the top 
player, I am placed bottom. All the money I have 
staked falls to you. I am settling a long-standing 
account. 

Giving over the money, I was foolishly upset. I started 
tracking thieves. I tracked down the thieves, but I 
am robbed every night. 
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y 7? (THHt&jgw 1 ?, 

TT H33* Srit!' ft, fft?^ Qjdef cF 

^ TW glE»F ft W 1 1HS, ?F HiJH ?F tt ftTB 

JT?*<c : f^W, f?j3 ofd'S o^t! 1 U* 

iffrHBft>5?3 fUFEt, 1? rraT gh? ?F Mdltfl 
1 -f T B' x*\ tfgg 7? ft-ftfagOgf BHE* TP 


^30 

ft fU^crst B* ftft H'fdy tit Hdof'd 

fW?> gt StTF5t fePJFcS W W3, ^TH f?>3 
ft BBcks) <F HB TFftjg Bt Hdo( l ft 

^Bt tn$ tpeth ?f^, nw ret ftgrft 
bb ft ftft ngret, bb ?f bb hot!' 

=?B B 1 ? ft? 1 <fa ?F B?Et, % qTB Wft 

¥?? ftn fe^fsH org^, eW 
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LYRICS 


He does not make up with me. My entreaties have no 5 

effect. When I return, he runs away. Then once again 
I entreat him piteously. 

What joy have 1 found through coming here* where there 
is no stage or stopping place? Where should I ring the 
bell of departure? 1 keep tying the litter tightly on my 
camek 

Bullha, the depth of the lord is bottomless. There is no 
plumbing the gap between the two worlds, I have no 
clue about the near bank or the far one. I swim about 
helplessly. 
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I 1 am a poor sweeper girl from the establishment of the 
true lord. 

With the fan of attention and the broom of knowledge 
I keep sweeping up lust and anger. 1 am a poor 
sw T eeper-girl from the establishment of the true lord. 

The qazi knows, the governor knows, I have a certificate 
freeing me from forced labor. By day and night all 1 ask 
is this: “Do not send me away from this court?’ 

I have no one else except for you. So to whom should I cry 
out, saying: “Bullha, may the lord graciously give me 
a chance to see him”? 
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*13S 

ft' dd^ddl u 7 ftft rrftra ftt ot! 

ftft (■jdil fftd yliBt, Hrttj 1 i-rft 

dddd'd UUU 7 ?Fftt J tt ftrft HTFU 

v^re 7 grot faun 0^ T ^', M' Mdjd ' d 

fftf HU^ H 7 ftft ’ftft, ft Hdft t HUH 
OTHUWH VgTd 1 TTUt', itfHtftU^ftsut'^Uft 
atf fttu vw w f, hh?f ft fftu 


ygt w m? Hd'fewf 7 , hmu 7 ftw did‘9' 
f^fttffttwft'WfUM 7 , HUHUUt ddd'd 
W HU ft ft ft Ufttft, sTd UTft tupft 

—' <j — ' — 


**33 

ft V 7 ufep»F ft OT U 7 

tftt H?tfkg ft feu^ft, 3* ft HHcft U 7 

ft^uf^ffttWFU* 

>}fT WH SW ftft U 7 UftpH 7 ftftt JJfcTR dl^'ftl 
ft feHor ft UWt, 3 * ft ^HTT U^ 
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LYRICS 


131 

I 1 am a poor sweeper girl from the court of the true lord. 

With bare feet and unkempt hair, I have received a 

message from the other side. It is no good my being 
hasty. 2 What will I take from the world? If I take hold 
of my fan and make greed fly away, I am exempted 
from being taxed. 

I am not a Hindu or a Turk. 3 I am not twice-born, noram 
I thrice-born. 4 I do not recognize pure and impure, 
nor do I believe in either of these. My teacher 5 has 
given me the power of discernment, and I am devoted 
to everyone. 

I have made a pile of grain 6 from my gleanings. I removed 
the veil from the face of the beloved, preserving 
modesty in the court. Bullha, if I am owned by the 
lord, I am released from forced labor. 


132 

I flee from those who have studied a little bit. 1 
If someone discerning judges me, I tell him: “I flee from 
those who have studied a little bit ” 

Learned scholars are my brothers; those who have studied 
a little bit drive me mad. If I am transported by love, 

I flourish. 
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LYRICS 


HgV F 

^uj bu^ Foid'yi u^3 3, era uure fuu uv ^ub u 
di^ ^tr h 11 iraB u, uu ^ju uru wb m^* id *>v h 

foB tut B fuu BtB tr, fsrB »rv uru fera Bwt u 
foB hub u feB wfB tr, uu lira w utu HK T fe»f t 

UU .di'^H uu muut ft, uu tutu B ufu ^>rat ft 
uu But yuud Brut tt, uu »rv? uu ue'fy^ B 


» ug hhuu w ^d^d 1 1, ug ufu»r ^"uu u^ru 7 1 

UU td'dll UU UU 7 B, UU Bu?> HU HU »f T fe»r r H 

"W HU U 7 B HU3HT UfBtf 7 , Ud'd'd t-TH HU 7 UU UfUM 7 
Ht Ut»T U UUH tUMUU ufe»T, M 7 feHU U HU BJUf 

ufIwh 
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LYRICS 


133 

I have found out, I have found out, that it is you who have 
changed your form. 

Here you are a Muslim and recite the scriptures. Here you 
are a devout Hindu and repeat your muttered prayers. 
Here you are plunged into a deep pit. You have 
displayed your affection in every house. 

Here you are an enemy, here you arc a friend. Here you are 
a guru, here you are a disciple. Here you are Majnun, 
here you are Laila. 1 You are contained in everybody. 

Here you are careless, here you are punctilious in prayer. 
Here you ascend the pulpit and preach a sermon. Here 
you arc Tegh Bahadur, 2 the warrior for faith. Here you 
have created your own way. 3 

Here there is the business of the mosque. Here you have 
become a Hindu temple. Here you are an ascetic 
wearing matted locks. Here you have come as a female 
Shaikh. 4 

Bullha, I need the lord. If I meet my sovereign, my task 
is fulfilled. The sight of my beloved is my heavenly 
ascension. 3 I have fallen in love, so I sing this praise 
to him. 
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LYRICS 


flr w xro gt»r wz* ??t, ^ij »m T ttr 

fHBBTPH^ WF, HEBHB TO W ft gfw 
fu tiro iw 3% wb ?fw, ?jbh ztnv wz* c$t 

mf B 77 ts tnt' B 1 ?^, K3 HBtB Hfcf HBTOt 

§H^t gtn <sbtb z\ b 1 ^, ddo/e feeg z\»r wz* z\ 

twt 77 tJ tr frrwt, fora ?>b g 1 bb & ufo 

fen z\ fg c^d'dl, foj w fwr? gW utb* z\ 

tro ZZ H^t»r z vt fwQ 

H3t r«eOS' >TU, HB c^^o? tfo»T »f T B T H t Ht 


S3M 

77 A' flMS 77 ft cfW, 77 ft^st 77 ft? 

ijtft' Hg^t' ftg w? 1 , fe§ 77 <fo $7 
^'H'd ft WB WPBt, 77 ftB 1 77 
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134 

I ask about the ways to the lord. I hope someone will speak 
to me. 

You have been led astray and have not recited his name. 
Through your heedlessness, the beloved has been 
hidden. The divine being dwelled within you. You 
were seduced by the delights of the lower self. 

Recite his name and do not be foolish. Otherwise you will 
be called disgraceful. The ways of the city of love are 
contrary. The flames of love are blazing. 

Do not be foolish, be sensible. Be filled with the light of 
love. Abandon the tale of this world. These are the 
opportunities to meet the beloved. 

Bullha, it was the lord who created you. Then the s 

sorrows of the world overtook you. My household is 
treacherous, my parents are my enemies. All these 
calamities have burst upon me. 


135 

I ant without limit or restriction. I am not a patient, nor 
a doctor. 

I am not a believer, nor an unbeliever. I am not the hunter, 
nor the prey. 

I travel through the fourteen spheres 1 of the universe. 

1 have no limits anywhere. 

My life is passed in the tavern. 2 1 am given no honor and 
no blame. 
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LYRJCS 


M HH ftt W3 oft Vgt, 77 ft? 7 77 fte 


Sft£ 

ft fee eftf eftt 77 efet, HH ftt HH Hdl ftfe Hdl'ift 

ee errw erew weledi 1 ,ee erer e 7 eje yetSdi 1 
fee fte 77 wee 7 veledi 1 , ft fee ee 77 fftft ye 1 el 

eft fee fee* ft we, WH7J ft fte* ft we 
ew vw ftw >re ee ft, ft ftet wm we eewt 

ee wft wee fee we uiftw 7 , we tree ft ftw TTfew 7 
efee ene nee ^rfew 7 , wnjeft He ee eet 77 efet 

u ft e 7 ^ 7 ftt few Hew, ee Tjfttw 7 e 7 ^fee Qsi'W' 
eefftweTeeftefttew, ffeefeeft'wer neret 

f'i’few ?^re eeft, were %e f|ft ew eeft 
weefeweiftweneft, Herfepiefee 
e 7 nenfeefet 

fewft hh ee eeftt eet, fee 7 fere ftet fftweet 
ftfwfte 7 fte 7 77 ftet, wft 7 wew fe 77 efet 
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LYRICS 


Why do you ask what Bullha is like? He does not create, 5 
nor is he created. 


136 

Not the least bit of M I” is left in me, since I fell in love with 
you. 

When I achieve union with you, it is like raw sugar that is 
eaten by the dumb, 1 I cannot find my own head and 
feet; no one else made this “L” 2 

Eyes became the slaves of eyes, 3 They behold you from a 
hundred leagues away. They run after you all the time 
in fear, 4 You have enticed them with great desire. 

Now we have set up home in unity. My repose has been 
swallowed up by wonderment. I have eliminated life 
and birth and death. I am left with no consciousness 

or awareness. 

I thought that love was easy, but it is as turbulent as a 

current fed by four rivers. Sometimes it erupts as fire, 
sometimes as ice. The blaze of separation rages all the 
time. 

“Boom, boom” roll the drums of love. When they see it, 
the lovers run in that direction. The skirt of shame is 
torn to shreds. Once love is experienced, all sense of 
shame departs. 

Enough, my dear, that is quite enough. My love for you 
is my comfort. Apart from you I have no family, no 
mother or father, no sister or brother. 
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LYRICS 


BBt w »(HH 7 ft nftfe ft, Bwt fen b 7 bm fetfe f 
bb \ vtt K3F bb gfeB f, f b* from ?tb wwfet 

bb ftrat ftB ftB 7 bwb 7 1, wg b 7 ^ 7 >f ^ gj^B 7 f 
^tb tr Hftw hb 7 mbb 7 ■&, f ft btw wf 

'lo gg BWT f BBHt ffejJT, ftid^'d tB ora feWM 7 
BB BFT% t »BB BBSfe** 7 , WB HW tft >HH<VBt 

tR 7 HB f BB B 7 , HB %HB B ^BTFB B* 

BB Wft ft tf fWB B 7 , feB f >>tt' tfw wf 


f tfe fBit f ?rw ft, Kt ifwB ot t 

f ft 7 7? BfdH' ft, BB Hfet § ftf 

>tf HBB 7 ffBM 7 HB 7 ^ ft, feB f fHBB 7 B 7 t 



fft BBt fcj few B 7 Hfe 7 , fW BTBt f fWB ftf'ffe 7 
ff BBt B 7 BB TO ft, §H B 7 BdH* U 7 f 

BB tft ft§ BBfcT TBBtW, Bf? BHt fft^ tfeW 7 

feBB B 7 tfefn Tm ft, feft W3 HB 7 1 

11 ^ ^Bft f yg Lf^ 7 ? 7 , &B 7 £ff B>fet rFB 7 

Hfef BBT fwH ft, fff KBB 7 H 7 t 
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LYRICS 


Sometimes you take your seat in the heavens, sometimes 
you suffer this world’s pain. Sometimes you sit as the 
Magi an elder. 5 You have made me dance to a single 
tune. 6 

Separation from you is my cell. I have experienced great 
suffering. Do be kind to me sometime, this is the 
performance I offer you. I am a sacrifice to you. 

For your sake I became a prisoner. I shut the nine doors 7 10 
and slept. You came and stood at the tenth door. Do 
at some time acknowledge my love. 

Bullha is devoted to you, lord. I am a trader whose 

business is to see your face. Do yon feel any affection 
for me, or have I sacrificed myself for nothing? 


137 

I will go with the yogi, having put a mark on my forehead. 1 

I will go, I will not be stopped from leaving. Who is going 
to turn me hack as I go? It has become impossible 
for me to turn back, now that I have experienced 
reproaches for being in love. 

He is not a yogi, but my heart’s beloved. I have forgotten 
why I fell in love. I lost all control, once I gained a sight 
of him. 

What did this yogi do to me? He put his hooks in my heart. 
He cast the net of love when he uttered his sweet talk. 

I recognized the yogi well. People thought me mad. You 
looted Jhang 2 of the Sials when you put the earrings in 
your ears. 
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LYRICS 


^ rfaft M 7 ? HE, Hof Hsi y did $d 

W 77 ? 7 7F& eft, HW WW H"dl(^ HE 7 5f 

Vf 7 ? eft fecf wpfe^f 7 , EH H 7 # @H P>T U 7 fe>}f 7 
HeJTE HtH frPffl Et, tE 7 EH ^E 7 

S 7 ^ E 7 1 EEt EEt, HHTt Et fSTHHE fW^ 

HE ttfEH 7 jsdfH EHET Et, ^vpf^M 7 fldl HU r ^ 

HRft E^'^^ryM'dl,>>fEUEEtftTHyHftt^ 7 ut 

Kfe§H tfcT fefH eft, WHZ V 7 $ 

'lo KW 7 HTE UHE 7 §H £ t3 fEH E 7 y 7 ^ 

HTE 7 H 7 HH 7 eVrt eft, WH £n EeJ E ^ 7 E 

»ihhu hhh orEfeM 7 , f%H fiwi we Kgrfe»r 
tfHd'ylM we ruH^ciyw Et^ he hhtw ht 7 t 

HH fldil % HC MWHt, UHE yAft £ ft-Ptf 7 ^ 
H’fets f%E HE 7 ?? Et, Wt feE HHH 7 at 

£h £grt £t h£ weI, £EEt fat fur wt 
fen ifexr eft, HE 7 EWE HE 7 £ 

twt ft Eft ft £t, HE EEtHt EHHE ftTejft 
^ E 7 ttfEM 7 77B Et, fHH t EHE E 7 £ 
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LYRICS 


If the yogi comes to my house, all my quarrels and troubles 
are finished. May I hold him to my breast, having cast 
the omens thousands of times. 

Mother, a yogi has come. He has set up his fire 3 at our 
door. He asks for Hir the SiaL He sits there having 
altered his appearance. 

Do not taunt him, aunts. 4 Fate has brought the yogi here. 
Now divine grace has been perfectly shown. He has 
come practicing yoga with a pure heart. 

He is not my beloved herdsman, but some divine light. 

He has played the unstruck music 5 on his flute. He 
has ruined Hir the Sial, wreaking his powerful magic. 

Millions have gone and thousands have come, but no one 
has discovered his secret. He spoke with Moses after 
he had made him climb Mount Sinai, 6 

His slave 7 was called the Apostle. At the time of his 
ascension 9 he asked for Buraq, whom Jibrail led in 
welcome. The houris sang joyful songs. 

Hear about this yogi’s arenas. He slew the Prophets 
darlings, Hasan and Husain, 9 in battle, depriving 
them of water and making them thirst. 

Hear the story of this yogi. Sohni 10 drowned in the deep 
water. Then Mahinval was cast adrift after losing all 
his goods. 

The Kheras took me away in the bridal palanquin. They 
were my old enemies from the beginning. Ranjha was 
nearby, with the drum 11 on his head. 
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LYRICS 


^ ftgft T^f ftftt TFf T^fftM 7 , 3g gg fir6fW ftg fwfenf 7 
ft Vt ftl trftl f*d'« ?7t ? W3T W&3 gw 7 ft 

7m ggft gft, fttr u 7 ftft gift ftg 
feff ftft y 7 ^ y^ra ftt, fg 7 w wgr ft 

ft ftgft 7m f%Wt, Bop gyftw yyg 77 wt 
ftftgft h 7 ftt, ftft iftg y?r ft 


ftf ferg g?=Fft ftg 7 gf^w erg gftjg 7 ft 

y^B 7 ft ftt ire rnre ftgt, fft »rgy ire ftgt 

‘7kJ^ ^fftgg’ ft feg ere yift, f%g gg g 7 fyg fH^ 7 ft 

feftftWrftffttyft^ fftft HCd'd fftft y?ft ft 
^ ^ ft ^Bgr fteft ft, ft ggt ft epg yftft 7 ft 

W fft TO ft erffter tft, ftgftt ygg ft ggxiftyf 7 ift 
^ft ^ y>m ffterfft^r ftt, fg fag gy 77 fftg 7 ft 
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LYRICS 


He is not a yogi but some magic or shadow* He fills the 15 

cup of ecstasy and gives it to me to drink, I have kept 
drinking it and become ecstatic, smearing the yogi’s 
ash on my limbs. 

They dispute with the yogi- What entanglements the 
qazi 1 - created, Kaido intervened with his slanders 
and false accusations, 

Bullha, I am married to the yogi. These foolish people do 
not have the slightest idea, I belong to the yogi, after 
propitiating the Five Pirsd 3 


138 

I am transported by love. The beloved I am always talking 
about is calling me. 

Why do you ask my essence and attributes? I share the 
same essential being as Adam- We are nearer 1 is where 
I lie in wait. Within myself, the secret of the lord 
delights me. 

Somewhere there is a Shia, somewhere there is a Sunni, 
Somewhere there is a yogi with matted locks, 
somewhere there is one whose head is shaved. 

My being 7 is free from them all. The lord agrees to 
whatever I say. 

Bullha, he has come from fan His appearance has 
entranced me. He has revealed his pure beauty* 

He never misleads me. 
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LYRICS 


ftft HtSdd r ft gg ft ft 

ft' ggftt ft ggftt gftt W 

ftft gg ggft y^M'^X % iftftWr ft 

^Hft>P fag* (JTH tHTEJ UiTtP 
fen ftTW Jjg<ft)‘, % T-rftftjf 7 ft 

fftg wg ftftt ft ft ng fag 

ftf fw »gg fawfa', ft gftfajf 7 ft 

M CFft* fag fe'gg tftt 

fft§ gift gift HHgrftf, % gftfar ft 

ftft 7 FU ftftft ngr^T 

fe¥ gftfa "j gy irftft ft gftftgg ft 


gao 

ftf ftt gfft>}f, gg ftg g[Ht dig'ft) ft 
ft§ ftt ftfft^H 7 , fofft ftjj af>fat orfftft ft 
ftfeyftg^ft^^ftf^i^^ft 
^ t ftg ftfag ^ | ft; ^ grgg ft- ft 
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139 

Quick, traveler, bring me a message of joy. 

I am bent and bowed. Traveler, describe all my sufferings 
to him. 

My hair hangs loose, the ribbon is in niy hand. Traveler, 
tell him this. 

I give you one lakh , 1 I will give you two lakhs. Traveler, 
get my beloved to come to me. 

I have written a letter to the beloved and sent it. Traveler, 
sit somewhere private and go through it with him. 

Bull ha, may the lord turn back to me. Traveler, go quickly 
with the letters I have written. 


140 

What has happened to me? The “V* in me is lost and gone. 

What has happened to me? Why do they call me crazy. 

When I look into myself, there is no “I ” Only you can be 
seen in me. 

From head to foot, there is only you. You are inside and 
outside. 

I am free from the far bank and the near bank. Theie is no 5 
boat, there is no river . 1 
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LYRICS 


h?>hu feu* uu #' 

IH 1 HU §H U 1 »THcf, W 7 *TU €tT r fHM T 


S 8 S 

tt# igz urt »ru we ure, ft feu oft d^nld 
t^te 77 feu W FUt, Wf H7rfe»T ^tu 
t dM^'d* feHof ufeftutu 

^HU UU ^ TOH cfet, feu urfuHU feftu 
4 fe^ HH TUfeu ^TUUf 77 *f%, HUt feu fet iffe 

■ — <J 

HU H UU fert'fed, U¥ fee UUfetU 


S 83 

H§ UUU >}feRU ut utu 

^ >fe>P Ufer t? ^ 7777W, H»fU uur dcjHld 

Hu ?7 ^ OTU ijffe Ufe ut U& feu dcfHtd 
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LYRICS 


Dear Mansur said I am Gor /. 2 But who was the one who 
made him say it? 

Bullhe, the lord is the lover of those who have destroyed 
their selves. 


141 

He has left me, he has packed up and gone . 1 What fault is 
there in me? 

I get no sleep at night or rest by day. Tears stream from my 
eyes. 

The arrows of love are sharper than choppers or swords. 

No tyrant is cruder than love. It is a vicious affliction. 

I am not at ease for a moment or an instant. The pain of 
separation is bad. 

Bullha, if the lord is gracious, my pains will be 
transformed. 


142 

I am suffering the pain of my mad grief. 

Come, Sir Ranjha, grant me a sight of you. Forgive 
my faults. 

Ranjha went from Takht Hazara, the master of poor HU. 
The other women’s bridegrooms visit them. What fault 
is there in Bullha? 
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lyrics 


<183 

^% feffsr Hifur ft, fen f> w$ Qd'fe^r ft 

5l ^ r tTH hs 1 ^d'fe»F, »fu >rara Od'* * ed'if »r 

Ffdw3 ftnft drt'fynf 7 , lthm twlw ft 

^TT § ff?J F^4 tTH%r, $f ^ra isP^ Hdl'ff^T 

rafer, fg §^nv" § Hlfw ft 


yir § fu 33 tf^'TyQ, ffwfte § fag 1 sre'tfG 

!?5H tfgt § fc3iwff§, 5ft ftf f FHt FftpF ft 

M wf tjfor § fewfyG, wre w % feg u?ff§ 
3*dW § fe&iH'H fd^TdG, 3* »d'dy d'feM' ft 

^5 H&4F f Wff§, Pytld'dlH fa]tf feF ijfff 

1 35 ftt Viff, UH?> i#Td f K 1 ^ 1 ft 

M^Hd § F* gwt ff?, o^'fy^pfVS 7 

tTofdWffrasrH^fH?, tF t?f fn ttIw 7 ft 

HdHtT w W ofd'fff, HHH f tf HM?j »(?#§ 

*3H fyfctdrtT 5)pu oidfy^ fag Of ff §d'fd*r Ft 
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143 

Hey love, stop, stop. You have destroyed me. Tell me who 
you have delivered safely across* 

You had Adam banned from the wheat ; 1 It was you who 
set Satan running after him. You expelled him from 
paradise and made him wander over the earth* What 
a great display you put on! 

You caused Jesus to be born without a father; you 
summoned the flood over Nuh.~ You set the so it 
quarreling with the father; you drowned and killed 
them , 3 

You made Moses climb Mount Sinai/ you had Is mail 5 
slaughtered, you had Yunus 6 swallowed by the fish. 
What a rank you raised them to! 

You made Zulaikha see her dream and had Yusuf 7 put 
down the well. You caused his brothers to be blamed, 
then raised them high in rank. 

You made Sulaiman 8 stoke the furnace; you put Ibrahim 
on the pyre. You put the tvorms in the body of Ayub 
the patient ; 10 you gave Hasan 11 poison and killed him- 

You put Mansur 12 on the gallows and had the gallbladder 
removed from the monk . 13 You sawed Zakariya s 
head. So how did you take care of them? 

You had Shah Sarmad’s 15 throat cut. When Shams 1 

uttered his famous words, it was you who made him 
say, Arise by my permission* You had his skin fla^, ed 
from head to foot. 
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LYRICS 


ife few F w mwf, few 77 sw 7 gw >hw 
few gfe 7 wj gw cibh, w w Ffew feg 
siWFt 

10 few i%w f qfe yfefer, gr ^ Mtfe>r BfetM 7 

§f£ w few wfW , gft wtt Bjirfem 7 Ft 

few traf gfe w gfe, f 7 nfe gfe cfe uwfe 
H%fe § FF fewdW »fF, fw few F 7 ^fe»r Ft 

wt f 7 wt dwfeG, WFt wr urg d^'feG 
W f fed fdiw It wi'feG, wit gg gg H T fe»f T Ft 


Ffe ww wfefrr Ffefrr, hw Ffe»r 3’ w^fefer 
festFFW wt gfefer, fw tt gfezrfegr Ft 

3% fet wf ng'fenr, ywfer wt gufefer 

Ffet nfsw FFfer, oft #| fegf^' fe={ j rd»f Ft 

"* ^ H I^^^tMF T feHF T fe»r, tH^FF^FfeFWfFM 7 

wsg 3 @h § ira^fw, gfeifetfegrfegrFt 

& tfe' g^fe dd’fedT, §h ?tb >hh<?sj wrfegp 
?)fe ?fet £ f%F Syfew, MFfe W W HTffetf 7 Ft 

Bd‘ tlsf £ <VF FtFfe§, BoC BT-T ofef (W'fs^ 

U3?WH fed' gfew qC'feG, @tj feg FcTWt J-pffejf 7 Ft 
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LYKICS 


This love lias put on great displays. Without or within, 
love is not hidden. When love made Shah Sharaf 17 
a wandering dervish, you chilled him in the river for 
twelve years. 

When Laila’s 18 love was publicly proclaimed, Majnun 10 

locked eyes with her. You made him suck streams of 
love’s milk when he spent a year in the well. 

When love rushed toward Hir, Ranjha had his ears split . 19 
Mirza 30 sacrificed his head when he arrived to marry 
Sahiban. 

You made Sassi '- 1 wander in the deserts and cast Sohni 22 
adrift on an unbaked pot. Later Roda’s 23 reputation 
was ruined, and you cut him to pieces. 

You had the brothers’ armies 24 slaughtered and had the 
water skins chewed by rats . 25 1 have seen your power, 
oh lord, and my head is sacrificed to you. 

When the Kauravs and Pandavs 26 fought, you had 

eighteen great hosts destroyed. Brothers killed full 
brothers. What justice did you practice there? 

Namrud 27 called himself God and fired an arrow at the 1: 
lord. You caused Namrud to be killed by a mosquito 
and had Qarun 28 swallowed up by the earth. 

When Pharaoh 29 called himself God, you made him put oil 
a great show of pomp. You drowned him in the river 
Nile, where you slew him because of his arrogance. 

You sounded the conch when attacking Lanka , 30 and you 
had Lanka plundered by Ram. You made Harnakash 31 
create a stretch of paradise; you slew him at the gate. 


245 


LYRICS 


nld' dfedd Mdl tid'd), 3a IPSt 

d‘?e at K3 aar a-f^at, d'^d: HiWtf 7 at 

afrits otj ^t aa arnlaff, Ktr? aara a 
aar an f wre adi'feG, $att?' ipas at 

^o »fn} w fa>PH aa^fe^P, fa a hw irata p^wfa^P 
atff aaaf tta Ha T fe>H T , fcra ?ta 3 a 7 ^^ 7 at 

yaw aftra fws vta, |at»P wP; aw att 
Ha ^raa^ fea^ au at§, sw §?a f a 7 ^^ 7 at 

w^rajg^lafed'd 1 , aasraafwppfa AdPa 7 
ana tT3T fed cTH UKaP, £Tt' ftidiH 6dT<3»P at 


sea 

^ flails 1 aa ppfa^p, ^ar ^ar wait war aaia»p 

f^Sartf £aaat, ww^rqj^fa 
W fefW aa Tp^a ta, fop pfo»p ww wa 7 fa»p <1 

■ a 

BH M at at fofot, cfe t%a yaa 7 aw fey arwt 
Baa for at gwa fot, fo pw^' »raa aafopp 
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lyrics 


When Ravan the ten-headed abducted poor Sita , 32 
Hanuman burned Lanka. Ravan was completely 
humiliated, and finally you killed him. 

What tricks you performed with the Gopis . 33 You 

caused Krishna to steal the butter. You arrested and 
summoned Kans the king, seizing him by the topknot 
and throwing him down. 

It was you who created the Imam 31 and made Yazid fight 
with him. Uproar broke out in the fourteen spheres, 
when you stuck his head upon a spear. 

The Mughals drank cups of poison; you made men in 

rough blankets 35 into kings. The nobles all go about in 
silence; you have truly disgraced them. 

Bullhe Shah is a poor fakir; he has departed, proclaiming 
to the sound of the drum: “Our name is glorious in the 
world; you have created us from light and saved us! 


144 

Ranjha has come as a yogi. What a show the actor 1 has put 
on! 

This yogi’s eyes are goblets. They hunt like hawks. With 
the sight of his face, sorrows and worries disappear. 
These eyes have shown me something precious. 

What is the mark of this yogi? He has rings in his ears and 
beads around his neck. In appearance he is a second 
Yusuf . 2 He has turned alif into Ahad . 3 
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f *? 1 ftFit H ft ftfFPHFft, ferr Ft fftf iret 
^ fftgftt §HF fgF'd), FH FF ft§ FFVPfF^ 

M W HFFtfFFFTB IFF, FtF UF’Ft HF HFFT 
fej FTF Ftf gft IP-PF, fFF FttH TFfF^T 


SBM 

FF 7 FF 7 FFFt, FF ft »py F 7 ? 7 FFt 
Hft ft§ qtft F^, FtF?7»ry FFt 

F 7 ? 7 ft fgF ft F*F f?F, ft fk»ra 7? ftftt 
ft TFFf §F »FU »WFt, »fy FF fewftFt 

ft ftftt HF MFF gft, tFH WPgt HFt 
fftH % 77E ft FF HFTfF»T, §ft ftftt ftFt 

3>B FTFft ft ftft IJftjW, ftT»fftt' fftft 7? ftFt 
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Ranjha is a yogi and I am his yogini. For his sake I will fetch 
water. I wasted my former life to no purpose. Now he 
has entranced me. 

Bullha finds this ecstasy in the lord. Our love of long s 

standing has created havoc. How can this be 
concealed? He has come here quickly from Takht 
Hazara. 


145 

Through 1 repeating “Ranjha, Ranjha,” I have myself now 
become Ranjha. Call me Dhido 2 Ranjha, let no one call 
me ITir. 

Ranjha is in me and I am in Ranjha, this is my only 

thought. There is no me, there is only him, and he is 
the one who shows tender care for himself. 

Whoever dwells within us determines who we are. I have 
become just like the one I love. 

With a staff in my hand I drive the buffaloes before me, 
wearing a rough blanket around my shoulders. Take 
me to Takht Hazara, Bullha, I can find no refuge with 
the Sials. 
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'tag 

33 3T?t 7733 33 3ij, M3 t rPeJT HH 7 ^ fW3 

¥?W : Hd 1 til 33, H 7 ^ fSM 7 ? 3H'£d 03 
M3 77 nFdrG °T3 ftoCd 

33 & M3 333t 3t H3 7 , 333 S 7 Mt M 7 ^ t? 7 
3 7 3 t 3 & 377 y 3 T 3 

fcfM 7 H333 feM 7 ic5dM6 33, MV? M3^ 33 3 33 
77 7 3 7 3 7 H&f?7§ W3 

4 >*3t 33t V3H IVH, VH 3H33 33 fUM 7 ^ 

M 3 t '§3 33 fwt 

Hf3 33 3t M'33lt, 313773 ¥3 33 3t?T 

f333T 333 f33 33 §tFi 
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tfiT 33 7 3 3t Tft, £t§ VtM 7 3 M 7 ^ ff3^ 
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The night is oven ah the stars are dim. Now is the time to 
wake up, dear traveler. 

You are encamped in the caravanserai of the cycle of birth 
and death. Your fellow travelers are ready. You have 
still not heard the departure drum. 

Take action, for now is the time to act. You will not be 
coming here again. Your companions callout: “Come 
on, let us go.” 

Both rich and poor are weak. They have all run off to their 
own countries. Take the name as your profit, and 
guard it carefully. 

Pearls and jewels and the philosopher’s stone 1 are right 
next to you. The ocean is near, but you are dying of 
thirst . 2 Open your eyes and get up, you useless wretch. 

Bullha, let us fall at the lord's feet. Let us abandon 
heedlessness and take active steps. If you make no 
effort, the deer 3 will wreck the field. 


147 

Fasts and pilgrimage and prayer, Mother, are all forgotten 
when my beloved comes. 

When I got news of the beloved, I torgot all about logic 
and syntax. He played the unstruck music 1 on his 
string. 
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re fit vWr ire wa wfsw, re farw 7 >rgr wau 
aa Hrraa fea fa 7 fcire 7 , w wa re ? 7 fan f 7 
Maa^ret 


set 

‘re retf’ fh f Tret, re fef yy grefew 7 Ft 
ft'are fca regret, ‘^h 7 ’ rerefF^Ft 

»r§ nre am war aft ft, W ^t ware refftw 7 Ft 

re resrar f ^tt are, ft afew ft refere 7 Ft 

rena^^Traaafew 7 , gwtu^ a^'fyw 7 ^ 

Fit^rre 7 ws IftwJ), httf 7 fam ^d'fyw 7 Ft 
whut 7 reH 7 ? ftfcw, fta 7 ?) wa areiftw 7 Ft 
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When the beloved came to my house, 1 forgot the 

Commentary on the IViqdya? In every scene, he alone 
appears, the one whose glory is inside and outside. 
People know nothing at all. 


148 

My love, yon told me You shall not see me. x Now why have 
you hidden your face? 

There is no difference between me and my beloved. You 
ordained Wherever^ Come, beloved, and let me sleep 
in your embrace. Why have you veiled yourself? 

You put the worms in the body of Ayub the patient, 3 You 
put back any that dropped off him* Something was 
revealed by Mansur, 4 You had him arrested and put on 
the gallows. 

Explain this point about the divine essence. Whom did 
you cause to prostrate themselves? 5 Bullha, when 

Satan' 1 did not obey the lord’s command, you brought 
about his disgrace. 
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BBtf 

TO) ^B 7 ^dy'A tHiVUIW?? JtffeM 7 

to fro ys? Brat»p, 9iw yys iro? w 
tMfer 

felTO WW ^ TOT ^ fVfBTO t itffew 

fcj£ gyt yyrg ^jf gftr^r % 

§ft BTO ft tTC, ^ TO VFTO 7 ^ »f£pH T 

>){TT WTOT^ ^ ftt ira TO ¥* t Mfw 
fen EW ftH WV ?TO TO IT % »ffyi>f T 

ft!ttyd iji'd feoTBra o(l5til, oft ft; 3 y 1 d j-ld<J M'd U 7 

t»ffe»f 

4 f^yrot^y^ycratTO^f^ra^etwffw 
fro fUt f%ro y>>ra h^W ^ ftto 1 11 ijrfyiH 7 
ftiftu^'Gpg^tftdtra 3% fv»ra w % »ffew 

3Bb>P (TO §5 WTO 7 ■& % 

ft ?rfH»r ura firarra ftft §5 TOc7 11 »rf3>tf T 

ny ira »ffe»-F Sfm 7 ?ro ^fera ^ t *ife»r 
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Never again will I boast about my beloved Ranjha, oh. 1 

I sacrifice my life, but you do not reveal your secret. 

1 search for you at the gate of the shrine, but you get 
up and flee. My girlfriends have got together and have 
gone to ask: “Is it time for the spinning party, oh?” 

Love is the divine essence, but people reproach me for it. 

To whom shall I cry out, when no one is going to stand 
by me? He is the one who knows about himself; who 
else dares open his mouth, oh? 

Spend today, this very night, in my house. Undo the knots 2 
in your heart and laugh with me. You gave me your 
promise, darling, but what trust can there be in my 
beautiful beloved, oh? 

Some are full of selfish pride, but you deliver them across. 5 
Some follow you in disgrace, but you consume those 
who are already consumed. My beautiful beloved, 
what trust can there be in your love, oh? 

You get up and join in the dance 3 with those who are 

covered in mud. T am beautifully dressed, but you run 
away from me. Bullha, the beloved has come to my 
house, and the time when I see him is dear to me, oh. 
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EMO 

eh to fed mIe^p ppe, ury hh fwpfyHP t 

ee$‘M?^Me>p, HEt^EtHfEPtfW 
nfe e e'tote} w, ftm vTe 1 ^eh s^e^p t 

Vcft eet ufcf H ?r, HEt»r ffeE* HEEt tt 

EEE* M¥ EEEt <J*, ftTH ft§ HE o/d'fy^r t 

^ mv h HEIE 7 HE, vf we fafe^p heiie 7 3h 
t ?? H 77 H ?P EE, fEH MHE ’TO T fE»P E 

y EEfl§>fflf JH^TF, feH fcH &H* HE 7 PP 
EE 1 fEEEHHETCH Hd: i ry»if T E r 

fff fesfe HE EEPE, fetj EH fet* d^d'E 
eh to f%E ipfew see, »pe HH ftwfEM' $ 


EMS 

^E SeIHp M eh »t?p1ee, west hh hHE § 

iPEE >JfQ EPEE, »PU HE HE gfnE § 

^ EH Dpi) EE?!, fe^E § 
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My beloved set me behind a veil. 1 He is the one who has 
brought us together. 

Oh Mother, now I am dead. The crow has taken away my 
cotton roll, 2 Then 1 create a loud noise over the one 
who made me leave my homeland. 

Oh crow, give me my cotton roll in the name oi the 

beloved, 1 entreat you, I suffer the blows given by you, 
who have set me at a distance. 

Now I do not like all this noise. Another bud has 

blossomed in my house. He has not taught me be or tc 
or se or anything else, only alif* 

Now do not call me Majnun, 4 when I am Laila every day. 
The beloved created this body of mine as a bungalow 
for him to stay in. 

If Inayat creates thousands of Bullhas, all that they will say 
and all that they will repeat is this: “My beloved put 
me behind a veil. He is the one who has brought 
us together.” 


151 

How wonderfully you move, beloved. Your movements are 
full of grace. 

It is you who are manifest and you who are concealed. It 
is you who sit there after concealing yourself. It is you 
who are the mullah and you who are the qazi* It is >ou 
who impart instruction. 


257 


LYRICS 


H^u uuu u 7 ut^ f%u, uuwvj ^ ufuU § 

‘^Wor ?w fed<3, »ru gn huh § 


h 7 ^ 3 1 mhuu ufu 7 , wtfew* ut wt § 
fff HU fo^feu H£, U77 HH ddHA HU § 


SU3 

?"U UHT fsu gut ddH'd, MHU UH 7 # »TUt *?TU 

> tfH 7 WT oft Utu 7 UTS oft UU?) 7 , fS JHH 7 ^ 7 ^Tfe^f 7 
^ fu»TUt Hfat, fUut»f ?tTfe>»F 
faut guru fwu wur, u# vh 7 hm 

fWTJ 7 HUW H 7 tt, UtT 7 tt HHU 
^UT TVyn Ht ^ HH, THU ggret TUU 
^H HTTf£ ut H? T H, fHW HUt dJHtf^ 

^ fdldU HU 7 ferUH 7 , »pit »n^ 

^ Wt HUt, 5ft tUU ufe»fUt 

ftut US' ^Ut M 7 ? W 
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You wrap the girdle 1 of unbelief around your neck. You 
go into the idol temple 2 and sit there. Think on If 
it were not for you ... the heavens* This is the loud 
message you proclaim. 

Ranjha is noble by caste/* You protect those who seek 
protection from you. As Shah Inayat, you show 
yourself to Builha all the time. 


152 

What a wonderful contest 1 there is at the court. People 
have come to the show, my friend. 

What have wc done today, and what must we do 

tomorrow? Our coming has been of no avail. What 
a wonderful flower bed was planted, but the birds have 
destroyed the field. The constables 2 who pursued us 
have gone off to pay in our taxes. 

Not only do I have to endure the taunting of my 
girlfriends, but there is also the world. Worldly 
reputation belongs here. Take off your turban and 
throw it on the ground. 3 Since I planted thorns in 
the name of the lord, the garden has blossomed. 

The youngster falls, 4 the old man falls, each in their 
turn. Mistress or handmaiden, washerwoman o* 
innkeeper’s wife, ail have their fate decided according 
to their deeds. The Prophet delivers us. 
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>J W HU § TFt, Wf^ 7 

U[7> djrtl lif? o[, <5l3dl »P cT3 y^td 1 
feu3HW %¥ 'S' tlrt, H McTirt 1 %y y^'d 


’ru ’ru vrut ut djrt^'a, >rfet ^en w 

Hfet y^ 7 nfet w, nfef u 7 wptu 
H fel Hfet § «'«, Hfet U 7 ¥33'd 

wt Hfet § >pto wuft, Hfet u ufwu 
f^>r^yuuu?t>ffet, feunfetuspu 

>M?3iMte i >rel J w i ^HtpOT 

M uh y? y^ H^t tfet, Hfet ir§' mre 
% feu wuu ft, tpu fat tH' >PU 
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Bullha goes to see the lord, according to his will. 5 He 5 

fashions pots of many kinds, then breaks them into 
pieces. Look at this show, then move on and look at 
the next bazaar. 


153 

This flower bed of earth is wonderful. Earth goes strutting 
along, my friend. 

The costume is earth, the horse is earth, and the rider 
is earth. Earth drives earth along* and the clatter it 
makes is earth. 

Earth starts to strike earth, using weapons of earth. The 
earth, which has plenty of earth on it, is proud. 

The garden is earth, the orchard is earth, the flower bed 
is earth. Earth comes out to look at earth, this spring 
is made of earth. 

After laughing and playing, it turns to earth, and earth 
stretches itself out. Bullha, if you guess this riddle, 
remove it 1 from your head and throw it on the ground. 
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1M8 

?yj WfT? ret tfe fe?y 77 y>fe 

3 ref fe? fe? 7 , fen? fed'fYfe 77 fe? 7 

fe? re 7 yW 77 W 7 W, tTURT yyfe fkH 7J 7 38 

wre reret'rerefe* y£, rere K T y^ ^ fy fg 
fey? re 7 yrfe>r reret tv gfe ferey refe i& refere 

f refeytriw rererefe, »reedd u^t ^rft 
¥fe refe mra^ut, ?r§ few fen 7 ^^re 

M feff fs few B 7 W 7 , cfe feft gdd'tf feyre 77 
grey feyre rerere to, fy § ?ife' fere 3re 

&W 7 Htfetfe rerefe flue! ^ret fere gyre re 
yfa fetre yf ura re, few ret fefef nfe #re 

M 7 ^ fere fer w§, fere ywre wre 7 yw yfe 
y^iwrerewyrefe rerererefew ?7 

ft fyMre fere fewR'Al, fy t‘ W7> ^fe yda**! 
H^3 % fey ipre wfet, *>fww re fey fere re 7 Tfe 

W wre £ fe?t 77 %fe re fet w fey 77 fer re 
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The hints that the beloved sends out are something 
wonderfully different. Except for the lover, all are 
blind and unable to understand them. 

I climb up to the roof terrace and cry': Oh people, no one 
should purchase love. Make sure you are not deceived 
by it. No refuge from it can be found in the jungle or in 
the village. 

Lovers are destroyed in both worlds. They are slain by the 
airs and graces of their beloveds. No one who has been 
wounded by love is healed. It tears open wounds that 
have been bound up. 

He let me sec him, then went on his way. Suddenly a 

noose slipped around my neck. He displayed supreme 
indifference. I encountered the robber from Lahore . 1 

Shirin suffered separation. Farhad 2 was in a sorry state on 5 
the mountaintop. Yusuf 3 was sold in the bazaars of 
Egypt. They were blind and did not see who he was. 

Laila and Majnun ' 1 were both enslaved. Sohni 5 drowned in 
the river. Hir destroyed her whole family. Her beloved 
was pulling her string. 

Lovers roam in silence. They are drunk, like those who 
are always intoxicated with wine. Those caught in the 
tress’s curl have no strength or power to act. 

If my beloved comes to me, I will sacrifice my life to him. 

In appearance he is a second Yusuf , 6 because of whom 
the whole world is in uproar. 

Bullha, no one sees the lord. Those who do so can hardly 
be counted. He has no color, form, or mark. He is the 
one who exists as a thief. 
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?ft HU itwfed TFftf, ft 77F> oldt 1 ' fftft 

^ TTUt', fet'fet'ftf 

wf ftgm ye'^X yv fttr? § -?? 

¥W‘ T3U 5 J1 rt'fcf) ft§, d'd dftd ftft ddftl § 

fftH ft?3 3 H3 ftftt ddt! 1 , ft ft grftY 3^' 


=»*-]£ 

%ft ?it ftt <73 fdTW X r dl, 7^ ft ft fftfS ft fdpJ-f 7 d'ul 
W fet HTJW HM, 3 r >Hft ftft ^ dm 

ft ftftt 3dt gfdW t Hof 7 , ftft fftft ftft FF ft'ftt 

c73 ^TFTHW, »R74 feTd 7T3 ^ 
ftt HU W W$, 3 Hfft»F fe 3 ft 3 lftt ^ftt 

fe)Hof' ftt offt Wt, H 3 J H?JH 3 37 ft ft 3 ft| 

>>fT ^ 3 ftt 33 77F TO 1 !, HH ftft ft ftftt 74 ^ 

M *13 ft fftHcf Wftt, ftftft W ft fftft cft^T fftcrftt 
^ lft 3 7P H’ftt, ftftft ftfd »f 3 K ftt wftt 
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See how my lord Shah Inayat flirts with me. 

Sometimes he comes, sometimes he does not. And so I am 
set ablaze. In the name of God, tell me your message. 
Do not make me long to see your tace. 

Bullha, what has the lord done to me? In the dark of the 
night 1 get up and go to the river. 1 In the wild country 
that everyone fears, I seek him eagerly. 


156 

Just look and see what the beloved has gone and done. 
After dealing in hearts, he has set off on his way. 

My mother scolds me, my lather beats me. My dear 

brothers reproach me. Oh people, is there anyone so 
bad and such an evildoer as I am? Chase me away in 
the same direction. 1 

He came to the door and sounded his horn. - He has totally 
destroyed reason and straight thinking. I swear 
by God that God alone knows my condition. Our 
merriment tied a noose around my neck. 

Stop, love. Why do you set up these contests? You put 

Lord Mansur 3 up on the gallows. When it happened to 
me, Bullha lost all inhibition. 4 

Bullha, I am tormented by love. I am a poor wretch and 
have been bitten by a snake. 5 This is not a love of this 
moment. It started on the first day. 
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SMS 

tft ur fw ft£ ft bh fap>r 

ft ftut uut ftst w, ft hv 

u 7 funu ft ft <fur w, 

ft ftwftfyf HU ft WTW 7 HU 

fftft 7 ?nTH T uW i J ftftt Set' fttu fgfs fftPH 7 

ftft feQ f^ff Hrylti', TUft HU 7>ftt fUHM'ftlt! 1 
ft dd'ylti', ftu hu uu^ U« few 

f ^U HU 7 H, JM' H UH fftpU 7 


ng’Ete 1 , hu fe^fen ft whu 7 
ftf uuHHte 7 , urn hu firo’ fup>r 
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Look, my love has tricked me in a dream. 

I slept and was deceived. 1 1 have been slaughtered like 
Zulaikha. 2 1 have exploded with love. My body has 
fallen apart. 

I have called on the wise women and got them all to 

draw figures. 3 The astrologers have given me a blunt 
answer. My eyes arc overflowing with tears. 

Why should he not come near me? Why should he not 

show himself from afar? Why should I be made to fear 
a sight of him? Mount Sinai 4 is on fire. 

My beloved shoots darts from his eyes, after steeping 
me in the dye of separation. He gets Farhad s to cut 
through tiie mountain before he is joined with Shinn. 

Bullha, he lets himself be found. Shah Inayatis 

discovered. Very soon I may be filled with regrets, but 
today the lord has come to me. 
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wfAddsi'd 

df*dd ^ Qd'^A, tV HrT? 3t ft 
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ft »rtT?3 >fe 7 3 ^fe3, fftft tFft fftFT3 ftt TTfe 
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The Seven Days 


A1 SATURDAY 

On Saturday, I am impatient to get news of my beloved. 

I will not return home again, no matter what may 
happen. 

Ah, ah, Saturday is painful. Sufferings on account of my 
beloved oppress me. I search the wilderness, the 
jungle, and the thickets, in the middle of the night and 
at bad times. I am beset by the pain of separation. 

In my longing for you, it is as if I jump over sleeping tigers 
in the night. I climb up high and shriek and scream. 
Because of you, my love, spears churn in my breast. 


A2 SUNDAY 

Sunday is a suitable time for whoever steps forward. Do 
not call him a lover who excuses himself from offering 
up his head. 

Sunday is pleasing. The time of separation goes away. He 
hears the story of my pain. If Inayat comes and gives 
me guidance, I am saved. 

There is no love like yours. Separation from you has seized 
me and killed me. Your love is completely devastating, 
and that is why I am filled with suffering. At least offer 
me some remedy. 


271 




OTHER POEMS 


»f3 

w uh u, ft?»r ufs uw ^ra w 
W H¥ °rU3 HdF>W, f( f^FT ^ M'dld'd 
Hufwut uy tftu, uu 77 u 7 ddcira 
Hut ItrUU c7 F^U 7 WU, U^ >f iUB 7 huh >fu 
HfpjffHW 

Heft §H ?FW FiS'&ft, frTH 3 >f§ UU^t FFUt 
HfA »?UU sisfcFHl, ^TU HU *FH fef HFFUi' 
FB 'fy ^ W U 7 


»f8 HdtM^'d 

HUTFJ ft BTR T-PUt »f fUPtf 7 , 7W 3 »r*cu''cf 
ft WHU iltU 7 Tlfufttf 7 , #U W Fo(rt T B 
HUTHi ytft^'A fUFF U, Hi HU Ufu»FHT TF€ 

HHH HUH UHfugf H+B } ^FJ HFf Htfc 1 ^ U HU »FU 

vruFr^B 

HU tU W Bl-FH 7 , H 7 # HUUT §U?ft U 7 tFH 7 
fen H% f%U »fffe>>F H ^FH 7 , tU 7 ^Ht ore fUFFH 7 

^FFSftPtfHU 
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THE SEVEN DAYS 


A3 MONDAY 

Bullha, on Monday, what a cry' of departure arises- 

Thousands and millions of girls have preceded me. 
What do I count for? 1 

1 am grief-stricken and am overtaken by suffering. 

Weeping is my eyes’ daily occupation. The beloved 
does not ask after me. Now I realize he is a corpse 
slayer who kills those who are already dead. 

My struggle is with the one who has speared me. Fire rages 
in my breast. Separation is a butcher who cuts me up 
and eats me. I am fed to my beloved. 


A4 TUESDAY 

On Tuesday the water has come up to my neck; it is about 
to come up to my lips. I am surrounded by whirlpools. 
He stands on the bank and watches. 

On Tuesday 2 the hearts are prisoners who drown in the 
rivers of the lord. The shoals roar at midday, coining 
toward the mouths of the divers, who are slain by the 
beloved. 

He stands on the bank and watches the spectacle. My 
death is a joke to him. The hope of seeing him has 
entered my heart. Let me see when he will comfort 
me with love. 
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ufu yW'd 

HU gtr gut wfduy ut, Hu »rugt gut g 7 tru 
>f yfVid'dl g, g fw Hut Itg 

fdPtf 7 yfUU'd, HUt MRU ?U HU fUHUU 

hu uu 3' wg* gur »ru fkHiuur tgg 
fwgggtur 

fuuru UHU g UTT 7 gf?W, ^ U U’H ^ ^feuf 7 
ftg gfHur b 7 >f ^ftw, rd tf guru fen feu gffw 
■^Frggtur 


»{£ 

Harare Hd'^dl, uu ggg g 7 UPUF vu 
fg ww h 7 ^ ufgg g, upfeur unit »ru 
*raf M 7 UTUt HVtgrg, HU^' grw fi-rnt Hg 7 ^ 

WHT fgPH 7 HHU fUufH 7 U 7 ^ UH UTUt W3 

BNPgtttggt 

^frft gfuwg hu g 7 wzz, kh 7 ittn ggfg 

Mgtxg fgg ywuu, Hut»r hut huu fusP^u 
^'Hu^ggt 
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THE SEVEN DAYS 


A5 WEDNESDAY 

On Wednesday I was left aware only of the beloved* with 
no consciousness of myself He tugs my string* and I 
am devoted to him* 

Wednesday has brought awareness. 3 My beloved takes no 
notice of me* I sacrifice my happiness for suffering. 
My beloved has come and united me with grief I am 
saved by my beloved, 

I will not let my beloved depart. May he take me and 
ensnare me in his tresses. If he leaves I am deceived* 
but I will still keep him close in my heart. I will 
sacrifice myself to him. 


A6 THURSDAY 

Thursday is pleasant. There is no pain or suffering, no 
sighs or sin. He dresses himself as us and comes 
himself to watch the spectacle. 

Thursday has conic upon me. The wedding procession has 
come with flagons of wine. I am drunk with the cup in 
niy hand. I have forgotten essence and attributes, I am 
crazy* 

People should not trouble me. Mullahs prepare charms for 
me to drink* They recite spells and invoke jinns. My 
friends make Shah Madar 4 play. I am silent. 
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THE SEVEN DAYS 


A7 FRIDAY 

On Friday sinners like me are forgiven. So why should 
forgiveness not be granted to those who recite all five 
prayers? 

Friday brings a special delight. s Now I have truly known 
the pardoner. Whether mistress or maid, the whole 
boatload is safely across. When the beloved puts his 
foot on my head, I am a happily married bride. 

You become our lover and tell us many things. To whom 
will you flee after leaving those who love you? Bullha, 
you dwell with us, lord. You always get up to play and 
joke with us. I embrace you. 
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The Twelve Months 


B1 ASSU (SEPTEMBER-OCTOBER) 

In Assu I will write a message; perhaps my beloved will 
read it. Why did you set out when I was restless to see 
you? 

In Assu my hope is in you, and my heart is in your 

keeping. The core of my heart bears the marks of love. 
From the beginning it has been scarred by love. My 
sufferings have consumed my flesh and bones. I am 
destroyed by pains. 

Destroyed by pains, I am beside myself I was ruined when 
I did not go with you. The ways of the city of love are 
perverse. Bullha, I will search for the lord, I am slain 
by the beloved. 
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THE TWELVE MONTHS 


B2 KATTAK (OCTOBER-NOVEMBER) 

Say, what is Kattak like? Endure whatever difficulties 
befall you. Use your head as a begging bowl and ask 
for union as alms. 

In Kattak I went to card cotton and to spin. When I fell 
in love, the spinning party assembled. I went from 
door to door, loudly crying, “This is a difficult place. 
Deliver me to a crossing place, for the sake of the dark 
lord” 1 

Oh cruel people, now I am dead. Let someone arise and 
loudly shout: “My love for him began long ago. BiiLlha, 
life is hard without the lord. He leaves my side/’ 


B3 MAGGHAR (NOVEMBER-DECEMBER) 

In Magghar I go through the house, looking from top to 
bottom. The learned Brahmans search their holy 
books, but without finding God, who cannot be seen. 

Where can I go home to in Magghar? Love is a demon 2 
that devours my bones. My heart is consumed and 
keeps moaning, “I am a captive to anyone who brings 
my beloved to me.” 

Whoever brings the beloved to me relieves me from my 
burning pain. He removes the corpse of the suttee 
from the pyre on which it lies. Bullha, I cannot rest 
without my beloved, even though I am sleeping. 
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THE TWELVE MONTHS 


B4 POH (DECEMBER-fANUARY) 

Now in Poll I go and ask: “Why do you stay away from me, 
my friend? Who is the lovely girl who has entranced 
you and turned your heart to stone?” 

In the wretched season of Poll, I have fallen into the 
furnace. They had taken the Hot 3 away by the time 
my eyes opened. Ido not have my parents or my 
girlfriends with me, beloved. Love for my dear one 
has burned me with its flame. My sufferings have 
destroyed me. 

With loud noises, the whirlpools roar and terrify' me. 4 I am 
put into the Maru Thai. 5 1 am dead though still alive. 
Mother. Bullha, why has the lord still not come? I shed 
copious tears. 


B5 MAGH (JANUARY-FEBRUARY) 

I went to bathe at the Maghi festival, 6 making 

preparations at the sacred bathing place. The cloud 
thunders and rains. I weep and bathe in my tears. 

In Magh the months pass on. 1 am filled with new love 
and great yearning. Love is the muezzin who has 
announced the call to prayer. The regular prayer that 
I recite is my yearning for my beloved. What other 
prayers can I offer? 

I say: “Come to me, beloved. I desire to see your face, even 
though you make my sufferings still more intense. 
Bullha, come and bring the lord to me. I am yours. 
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T t i E TWE LVE MONTHS 


E6 PHAGGAN (FEBRUARY-MARCH) 

In Phaggan the fields bloom 7 like a girl in her finery 7 who 
is adorned with flowers. On every branch there are 
flowers and leaves, and it is garlanded with blossoms. 
In Phaggan my girlfriends have gone to play HoIi, s but 
torrents of tears flow from my eyes. The days of my 
life pass with difficulty. The spears of love transfix 
my breast, while Holi is being celebrated. 

From the day of pre-eternity, 9 whatever I was to be was 
written by the pen of fate, which no one can erase. 
Grief and pain were given admittance, Buliha, 
let someone go and tell the lord, the one for whom 
I weep. 


B7 CHET (MARCH-APRIL) 

In Chet the koil birds 10 keep cooing and calling in the 

garden. Listening to them, I die of grief. When will my 
beloved come home? 

What can Ido now that Chet has come? All the fields are 
decked out with blossoms. In the end, he does not 
reveal his secret. My defeat is your victory, and now 
I am defeated. 

Now I have brought about my own defeat. My love for 
you is the death of me. I suff er the fever of your love. 
Buliha, what sin brought about my defeat? 
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THE TWELVE MONTHS 


B8 VISAKH (APRIL-MAY) 

The day of Vaisakhi 11 is difficult, if the beloved is not 
with me. To whom should I go and ask for different 
treatment? 

There are no joys to please my heart in Visakh, though 
bunches of ripe grapes hang on the vine. The bangle 
seller has brought his bangles to the house, but I 
cannot say anything before the other women. They 
have their husbands. 12 

They have their husbands and are full of strength. But now 
I grieve like the peacock. 13 My heart is sorely pierced 
by thorns. Bullha, I have no one except the beloved, 
who has possessed me. 


B9 JETH (MAY-JUNE) 

I burn with a fire like the heat ofJeth, since I became 
separated from my beloved. Hearing of your 
indifference, I anxiously waste away. This is what your 
love is like. 

Hot winds blow and the sun is fierce in Jeth. The gathering 
assembles in the shade of the gardens. Rates have 
gone up. 14 The merchants draw up their long-standing 
accounts. I must take poison. 

I am certainly going to be called for soon. Oh, my heart is 
on fire. My bridegroom is not at home, and I do not 
have any food to live on. Bullha, the lord is engrossed 
with others. Arrows pierce my breast. 
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THE TWELVE MONTHS 


BIO HARH (JUNE-JULY) 

On fire with love, I enjoy Harh early in the morning . 15 
Anyone who has experienced love understands its 
burning power, like the moth 16 that destroys its 
allotted life in the flame. 

Now that Harh has come, what shall I do? In my body love 
has heated a furnace. My love for you has consumed 
me. My eyes weep and utter supplications as I yearn 
for you. 

I make entreaties before the dark lord . 17 Messengers take 
my letters and run. They departed black and have 
returned white . 16 Bull ha has no power of endurance 
without the lord. May the dark lord come to my aid. 


Bll SAVAN (JULY-AUGUST) 

The clouds look lovely in Savan, the creator looks lovely 
in the heart. “In every place Inayat dwells,” calls the 
papihd bird . 19 

The songs of the rainy season 20 sound lovely throughout 
Savan. My enemies suffer pain and depart. The boys 
play and the girls sing. My house is filled with delights. 
My hopes are fulfilled. 

The lord has fulfilled my hopes. I have gazed upon him in 
love. My girlfriends have come to congratulate me. 

I say to Shah Inayat, “Lord, my hopes are fulfilled.” 
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THE TWELVE MONTHS 


B12 BHADON (AUGUST-SEPTEMBER) 

Bhadon is pleasing, dear girlfriend, when we are together 
all the time. In every heart that I open to look into, it 
is he who is there inside. 

Come now, Bhadon has made my fortune bright. Through 
his divine power, the lord has come. He is contained in 
everything. I behold Shah I nay at, when he lets himself 
be seen. 

At the end of life there was consolation. At every moment 
the eyes beg for the sight of his glory. Whatever 
happens is determined by God. Bullha, nothing is 
good without the lord. 1 have tasted the delight of 
love. 
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The Forty Knots 


G1 

Tell me about the wedding ceremony, you who know so 
much; how many knots should I tie? On the appointed 
day the bridegroom's party will come, so now 1 will tie 
forty knots. My father came and told me, “You must 
go to your in-laws. Things are different there, and you 
will not set foot here again ” 

I undo the first knot, and start jabbering: “I will have to 
go eventually, so I will get my dowry clothes dyed ” 
When I look in the direction of the bazaar, everyone 
has set out. I have no cash on me, and everyone runs 
away from me. 


G2 

1 undo the second knot, and what can I say? Few days 
remain. Sharp pains gather and settle in my breast. 

I have lost my wits and do not know howto spin yarn. 
The bridegroom’s party will arrive like the police on 
a raid. 
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THE FORTY K.N'OTS 


G3 

I undo the third knot, and from sorrow my eyes cannot 
stop weeping* To whom can I go and ask? The days 
keep growing less. The girls with virtues are all loved, 
but there is no virtue in me. Wringing my hands and 
putting dirt on my head, I weep bitterly. 


G4 

When I undid the fourth knot, what happened? My 

girlfriends gathered and came. None of them suffered 
pain; they all left home and went. We have to behold 
a strange country, so why be full of pride? My father 
will seize me and send me on my way; 1 will have to go 
without my nanny. 


G5 

When I undo the fifth knot, I scream and cry out in 

burning pain. The first night is terrifying; how can my 
heart forget it? Only a short period is still to come; 
how can I get my dowry prepared? Go to the in-laws 
house, and 1 will increase your wedding lee, 1 
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THE FORTY KNOTS 


G6 

Undoing the sixth knot, I cry out to the world. I am a 
guest in this house, oh people, what shall I do? I have 
become anxious about separation, but what can I do 
about it? My eyes weep like flowing torrents. 


G7 

I have undone the seventh knot by that same trick. I weep 
and bewail my fate; my face has become blotched. 
Sharp pains play with me; I cannot come to my senses. 
Now tell me, my girlfriends, will anyone go with me? 


G8 

When I laid hold of the eighth knot, I went mad. Life 
is like a bubble, or like being a fish out of water. 
Unpleasant griefs and pains have now come to drink 
my blood, I am being shaped in the workshop of 
separation. 
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THE FORTY KNOTS 


G9 

I quickly undid the ninth knot, and few days are left. 

I did not know how to spin the cotton roll; the carded 
cotton is still in balls waiting to be spun. I pleaded and 
fell down, but gained no admittance. Inattention has 
ruined me, and playing about has destroyed me. 


G10 

I opened the tenth knot. Why was I born? The whole clan 
has chased me from home, away to foreign parts. Oh 
mother who gave me my first dose, 2 if you had mixed 
it with poison, I should have escaped this torment and 
you would have been rid of all this trouble. 


Gil 

I have undone eleven knots. I am slain by separation. 

My girlfriends have gone to their in-laws; now it is 
my turn. I am quite unable to relax and sleep properl}. 
Salt is rubbed in my wounds, they ooze and ei apt. 
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THE FORTY KNOTS 


G12 

I have undone the twelfth knot- Now what a sight there 
will be to see. Those who have experienced it know 
what pain is; the world thinks it is a joke. Some have 
gone and not returned, as God wills. 3 These eyes have 
seen that all turn to dust in the grave. 


G13 

I have undone thirteen knots. My eyes shed tears of blood. 
My companions are impatient. The washermen are 
washing the clothes. My beloved is comfortably asleep 
in his room- He has still not woken up, although many 
days have passed. 


G14 

I have undone fourteen knots. My blood is my food and 
drink. I must go by roads that are infested with 
bandits. I have been smitten by the blow of separation. 
Who will give me comfort? The calamity of love is 
harsh; I have no blood or flesh left. 
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THE FORTY KNOTS 


G 1 D 

Fifteen days are oven I cry out and sigh. The astrologers 
have all told me that I cannot remain here. Fifteen 
days are completed, and finally I heave deep sighs. 

If you must go to the city of the silent, 4 go in silence. 


G16 

I have undone sixteen knots. I have become wretched. No 
one can do anything here, nor will they be able to do 
so in the hereafter. Our coming here is like the passing 
tour of a yogi, 5 Ahead of you there lies no open door; 
your lodging will be in the barren wasteland. 


G17 

I have undone seventeen knots. It is the harvest time of 
agonies. Grief grips the dagger of cruelty and slays the 
dead. My body is beset by dread and pain, my color is 
like that of the tori 6 flower, I came into this world, and 
this was the robbery that 1 committed. 
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THE FORTY KNOTS 


G18 

I undo the eighteenth knot, making my heart content. The 
game of the chamber of this world is a sport that lasts 
only a few days. Those who experience separation 
keep dying. The departure drums sound, and the 
agents of death are upon me. 


G19 

I have undone nineteen knots. Agonies spread within me. 
Now this land is destructive. See what a state I am in. 
So many cousins have got up and gone away from me. 
No one can tell where they have gone. 


G20 

I have undone twenty knots. Now where shall 1 run? I have 
been gripped by fresh concern; I am neither asleep nor 
awake. Five guests 7 are upon me and five remain. The 
trouble I have fallen into is the fate of separation. 
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THE FORTY KNOTS 


G21 

Why should I not undo the twenty-first knot? The 

constables pursue me. After being anointed with the 
oil of burning passion, I am in further difficulties. My 
life is as hard as a piece of iron, placed in my mouth by 
the older women. s I have seen that my sad destiny is 
fulfilled. 


G22 

I undo the twenty-second knot, after arriving in a place 
where all are lords and kings. But they must all leave 
their camp when 1 open my eyes. What can I do about 
staying myself? Which garden's radish am I? 9 1 came 
empty-handed into the world, and I was deluded by 
a dream. 


G23 

I undo the twenty-third knot. He is contained within me. 
I break my bangles and throw them away- How can 1 
see and recognize him? An unlucky noose has fallen 
on me, and the company cries out. I am in pieces and 
my heart is in fragments. 
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OTHER I’OKMS 
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THE FORTY KNOTS 


G24 

I undo the twenty- fourth knot. As I do so, all troubles are 
removed. The one of whom I am mortally afraid has 
drawn near. I have no two- or three-piece outfits, 10 
no ornaments or jewels. My husband’s younger 
brothers 11 will taunt me, and I must suffer their 
taunts. 


G25 

As I undo the twenty-fifth knot, I gather griefs. Around 
my neck I wear tears as a garland and pain as a 
necklace. I have rubbed on the cleanser 12 of burning 
pain, and my mourning laments are sour and bitter. 

I must go with the pair; 13 it seems my time has come 


G26 

In the twenty-six knots there is the leading bead, 14 
which is never turned. Life is a five days’ supply* 
which comes as determined by fate. The cups of 
death have come and must be drunk by everyone. 
These sufferings go with us, made to be our close 
companions. 
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THE FORTY KNOTS 


G27 

I undo the twenty-seventh knot. Oh girlfriends, all my 
efforts have gone for nothing. My two eyes have wept 
as much as the rains of Savan. 15 Each moment hurts, 
in spite of all my efforts. Ahead of me there is a long 
way to go, with a heavy bundle oil my head. 


G28 

Twenty-eight knots are undone. I cannot think what to 
do. Harsh difficulties have come as my fate, which is 
written on my features. From joys I suffered losses, 
front pains I gained profits. I lie helpless and wretched 
in the frying pan of burning grief. 


G29 

Twenty-nine knots are undone. My harsh fate is not 
averted. An arrow has pierced my breast, and I tear 
my hair. When he came this tv ay to visit, this is what 
he found. My body was cut to pieces by swords; only a 
single form was made to fly. 16 
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THE FORTY KNOTS 


G30 

As I undid the thirtieth knot, I was troubled by grief and 
pain. This endless tale never ceases to trouble my 
head. We are not going to live over and over again. 
The body is hidden and concealed. Separation is still 
the thought that comes to settle in my head. 


G31 

I have undone one knot at a time, making it thirty-one. 

Whose water carrier am I? 17 There have been so many 
girls who have wept here. In my home I was a clever 
player, but my throw was not a winner. I played the 
game to win, but here I have lost. 


G32 

I have undone thirty-two knots, and each one is undone 
properly. Having wound a single hank of thread, 1 
go around stretching out the warp. The warp is not 
completed, so now how can I get it off? I hope 1 do 
not lose my breath, so that I can perform my marriage 
rounds. 19 
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OTHER POEMS 
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THE FORTY KNOTS 


G33 

I sit in the shade and undo the knots; now they come to 
thirty-three. I am here for only two or three days, but 
I shall be with my in-laws forever. They all dye their 
dowry clothes with the dye of the Prophet. Those 
whose foreheads are marked with good fortune go the 
house of delight. 20 


G34 

I have undone thirty-four knots. The days are nearly done. 
I will go toward my beloved, but what good actions 
have I performed? I have finally realized the time, and 
have practiced love. I wasted tills body that was due to 
turn to dust. 


G35 

Bullha, I have undone thirty-five knots. The lord has 
drawn near. In exchange for this torment maybe he 
will show his face. I had little pain before, but then 
love drove me mad. If the beloved enters my street, 
things will be easy. 
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THE l-'ORTY KNOTS 


G36 

I undo the thirty-sixth knot, laughing in my delight with 
the immortal one. Joys have brought me loss, from 
pain I gain profit. The breeze of love has blown, as 
days succeed days. It still remains for me to practice 
spells and magic on the beloved. 


G37 

I have undone thirty-seven knots. I have put on the 

henna. 21 1 make my body soft, in case he embraces me. 
The only auspicious moment is when he comes toward 
me. I will sing songs of celebration if he makes love 
to me. 


G38 

I have undone thirty-eight knots. How can they be 
reckoned? The wedding ceremony is disagreeable 

unless I see you. Confound your married bliss! How 

will I delight in it? I will embrace him, and will not 
be at all afraid. 
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OTHER POEMS 
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THE FORTY KNOTS 


G39 

I have undone thirty-nine knots, with my girlfriends 
around me. Now I nay at will come to me on the bed in 
the morning. The bangles on my arms* the plait on my 
head, and the bracelet on my wrist aLl look good. I am 
dyed with the delight 22 of union with my beloved, and 
my whole being is filled with joy. 


G40 

Saying bismillah , 23 1 have undone forty knots* She who 
loses herself becomes the lord's. Swinging his arms, 
the bridegroom comes, and his beautiful wedding 
party delights me. She who experiences the love 
of the beloved herself becomes the beloved. I have 
abandoned all rational concerns and gone off with the 
lord. Except for my bridegroom, I remember nothing 
else. Now say To God we belong 1 ** and offer your 
prayers. All of me has become the beloved; there is no 
Abdullah. 25 
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The Thirty? Letters 


I burn, I burn, I am ablaze with love. Who can put out 
the flames in this woman who is on fire? 


SI ALIF(I) 

She whose beloved is God looks pale and weeps tears 
of blood. She who burns with the fireot separation 
washes her hands oflife. 


S2 

I have become fuel for you to burn. Love has come and 
destroyed me with a glimpse of you. My eyes weep but 
find no refuge. How can he put salt on my wounds? 


S3 TE(o) 

I have fallen in love with you. I have pledged my soul and 
body. I am the goat and you are the butcher next to 
me. Why should you not cut me up and eat me? 
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OTHER POEMS 
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THE THIRTY LETTERS 


S4 SE (^) 

Who else should I call out to but the one I love so 

steadfastly? I get up in the middle of the night and 
go into the river, 1 crying mournfully like the crane. 


S5 JIM (<r) 

I have become separate from the world. Falling in love 
made me useless. With a mustard seed I became an 
apothecary. 2 Besides, people make me suffer with 
their taunts. 


S6 HE(£) 

In my astonishment there is no peace. I utter loud laments 
both openly and within. I try my hardest to get a 
glimpse of him. The sharp pains of love torment my 
breast. 


S7 KHE(£) 

My beauty was lost, once my heart was speared by love. 
I sigh and cry out. Who but you will come and calm 
me down? 
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OTHER POEMS 
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THE THIRTY LETTERS 


S8 DAL(^) 

They do not stay far from his door for a moment. The 
fakirs weep greatly from separation- The body is an 
oven that parches the grains of the heart. Love rubs 
chilies in the eyes. 3 


39 ZAL(i) 

Do not take delight in this world, so that you will not fear 
the day of the resurrection. Proceed in the protection 
of the Prophet, who will have your final account 
drawn up. 


S10 REG) 

No one escapes on the day of the resurrection. The lord of 
the two worlds reckons up their account. 1 he mighty 
are lost in confusion. On that day it is the Prophet w ho 
secures their deliverance. 


Sll ZE(j) 

We can make a successful profit through abstinence, if we 
die before our death. 4 But even when we are dead we 
should fear him, in case he should arrest and summon 
the dead. 
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OTHER POEMS 


HS3 

nte - Trtff toy w 7? bbI, ftra t*r §ut §Bf 

tfg fell fwH 77 BBt, fra 7 ^ w? 


Bte - ibb fe^fe hbhb bb 7 , ftm £ b^b 7 ft ^ tB 7 
w fgp>r t ?3 bbtb 7 t^r, ub A§ BB>rt h 7 ? 


HBB 

WR - HBB 77 »P% ftg, tfst HB 7 ^ 

BBT? & y fefc»T tffeTtf 7 , H 7 ^feM 7 tidH'd 
mbt fnftw w 3 fuf, bbb 7 bb b^b 

BH3 feB >HdJWddl »fut, fej ?t few wt 


HSM 

BW - BfBt W W Bt, BH BB7S 

s% bb^ ye 7 ^, utf bbbfb craw 

fetJ WPBt B 7 ^ defied, BTTO 

sTBBT B 3 BBB3 §t, Dpt W 7 iff ' 


326 
























THE THIRTY LETTERS 


S12 SIN^) 

There is no place besides the lord. Wherever I look, there 
is just him and no one else. There is no refuge in any 
other direction. My guide gets me across. 


S13 SHIN (u^) 

Shah I nay at is my guide, the one whose passage has lain in 
my direction. All contention and dispute is finished; 
now he deceives and torments me. 


S14 suAd(^) 

I am impatient, the goods are laid out in the bazaar. Taking 
the messenger 5 with him, he said farewell and went to 
enter the court. There he was met by the fair rider on 
a tiger. On the way there was a ring, which made his 
heart confused. 


S15 ZUAD (js) 

It is necessary to remember God, whom the Prophet 
implored. Ninety thousand 6 words were recited 
and accepted in the divine court. This illusory being 
was united with the reality of the divine essence. 
Becoming free, the holy Prophet came there and ate. 
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OTHER POEMS 
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THE THIRTY LETTERS 


S 16 TOE (b) 

He was desirous of a sight of him, and God the pardoner 
was gracious. Then God the forgiver granted the holy 
Prophet a vision of the divine glory. From the unseen 
there appeared a hand full of light, on which a ring 
glittered. Bullha, you made the people of Muhammad, 
so what should this be called? 


S 17 ZOE (-b) 

God was not known in outward form. When he granted a 
vision of himself, he caused confusion. The girlfriends 
came together and ate the food, of which there was no 
end. It was he 7 who recognized the ring himself, and 
he who made himself known. Bullha, the holy Prophet 
took his leave and pleased his beloved. 


S18 *AIN {£) 

Listen, gentlemen and friends, I enjoy the love of Inayat. 
Whoever fails to pray to the holy Prophet will be 
rejected as false by the divine court. So we must pv&y 
for his intercession in the court of the lord. Bullha, do 
not take pride in the world, which appeal s just once. 
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OTHER POEMS 
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THE THIRTY LETTERS 


S19 CHAIN (t) 

Your poor slave begs for alms from the court. On the day 
of judgment, the sound of terror will be heard, and 
the call will be announced from the court. All creation 
will be in distress from the glittering light of the sun. 
Bullha, we too must go there, although the journey is 
not a pleasant one. 


S20 FE(J) 

Fakirs are cared for in the divine court, where Muhammad 
the intercessor stands unconcernedly. “Draw near, 
draw near, beloved,” is what their love desires. He 
wears the robe of the Apostle of God, who crowns his 
head. 


S21 QAF (i|) 

The divine pen that writes our fate cannot be erased. The 
fortune that was granted us cannot be turned back. 
Except for fate, what use are the plans that all creation 
makes? Bullha, who can erase what is written on the 
preserved tablet? 9 


331 






OTHER POEMS 
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THE THIRTY LETTERS 


S22 KAF(^) 

True is the word of the Prophet, the lord at the head of 
all the prophets. Even the sun and the moon cannot 
match the holy appearance of the Prophet. Diamonds, 
pearls, rubies, and jewels do not reach that point. 
When he sits in the assembly of the Prophet, what 
does Bull ha amount to? 


S23 LAM (J) 

You recited the words There is no god, 10 and added the 
confirmation but God. You joined to these the words 
Muhammad is the Apostle of God. This is the gift that 
was given to Adam. 11 


S24 MIM(p) 

You made Adam’s body like Muhammad’s. You said he 
was to enter paradise. Then it was you who made 
Satan come there. He came out of there as Adam. 
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THE THIRTY LETTERS 


S25 NUN(o) 

Wretchedly he came as a criminal, expelled from paradise 
and made to wander the earth. Adam and Eve were 
made to separate; it was God who effected their 
separation. 


S26 VAO( 3 ) 

How wonderful! It is he who is Muhammad, he who makes 
his form Adam, he who is the lord of the first day, he 
who comes as the intercessor, he who is the judge of 
the last day, he who announces his command, he who 
kindly intercedes, 12 he who lets himself be seen. 


S27 HEW 

Speak softly here, brother, in case someone hears and 
reports you. The torment of the grave seems great, 
although someone may grant deliverance. The 
passage over the Sirat bridge 13 is difficult; that fear 
is overwhelming. Put your hope in divine favor, 
Bullha; it is God himself who saves us. 
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THE THIRTY LETTERS 


S28 LAM-(J) 

1 1/1 cannot see anyone near me. Where shall I direct my 
cries? No one appears, no matter where I look. To 
whom shall 1 describe my state? I have no supporter 
besides my beloved, and have no other places to go. 
Seize hold of the door of ^he holy Prophet, Bullha, 
for lie is the one who will grant deliverance. 


S29 -ALIF(I) 

You will depart alone from this world, where many come 
to look. The number of your breaths here is nearly 
complete. Go quickly, go and enter, Bullha, in case you 
are too late. Seize the reins 15 of the Apostle of God, 
wherever you get the chance. 


S30 YE(^) 

Now at last I have found love. I played around and wasted 
my previous life. Bullha, the divine being takes my 
soul as I recite the profession ot faith. 
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Verses 


vi 

His 1 face is a light, the world is a veil. He is hidden in the 
veil, casting its hem over his face. 


V2 

He shows his face to those whom he loves. He only conies 
to those who are his friends. 


V3 

He reveals his face and he hides; the world we live in is 
deceptive. He is beside us, but we cannot find him, 
he is disguised in everything. 


V4 

Bullha, the real name of Kasur is “fault.” 2 It is a place 

where people cannot speak openly, where the truthful 
have their necks severed, and where the false have a 
merry time. 
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VERSES 


V5 

Bullha, Kasur is lawless, we go there because we must. 
There is no merit or charity there, nor do any 
regulations operate. 


V6 

Bullha, robbers live in the lodge, 3 and thugs live in the 
temple. The impure live in the mosques, but lovers 
live their separate lives. 


V7 

Bullha, 4 we are sacrificed to those who beguile with their 
words. They make a gift of the needle, but hide the 
anvil away. 


V8 

Bullha, we are sacrificed to those who talk big. If they 
find a penny they give it back, but they hang on to 
the purse. 
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VERSES 


V9 

God is not in the mosque, nor is God in the Kaaba. God 
is not in the scripture, nor is God found in prayer. 


V10 

I s did not see God at the holy bathing place, and suffered 
the long stages of the journey there for nothing. Once 
Bullhe Shah’s guide was found, all troubles were 
removed. 


Vll 

Bull ha, you became an unbeliever two days ago, and 

yesterday you worshipped idols. Actually, we went and 
sat in our own house, so no one could say anything. 


V12 

Bullha, A is for arrogance. 6 Destroy it, and throw pride 
down the well. Lose consciousness of body and mind, 
and the guide will let himself be found. 
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VERSES 


VI3 

Bullha, migrating for the faith 7 is apart of Islam, but 
I always enjoy a special rest. I always keep dying and 
living, I am always moving and stopping. 


V14 

Bullha, my love for the beloved has come and made me a 
humble Dum. a That lord of mine is generous, but I am 
miserly in his service. 


V15 

Bullha, you have become a lover of the lord and have 

incurred manifold disgrace. When people keep calling 
you “Unbeliever, unbeliever” just say “Yes, yes!” 


V16 

Bullha, the stages of love’s journey 9 lie ahead. What is the 
journey of the cycle of coming and going? When the 
blind meet the blind, who will lead the way? 
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VERSES 


V17 

Bullha, the mind is a bundle of fiber. 10 Sit in a corner 
somewhere and beat it. This is a treasure 11 provided 
for you by heaven, so enjoy it carefully. 


V18 

Bullha, I am the slave girl of the Muslim, and am sacrificed 
to the Hindu. Be devoted to both of them, as the lord 
decides. 


V19 

Bullha, the mullah and the torch bearer both have the 
same intent. They spread light to people, but are 
always in the dark 12 themselves. 


V20 

Bullha, drink wine and eat kebabs, burning your bones 
as the fuel to cook them with. Do a burglary and 
break into the house of the lord, to rob that robber of 
robbers. 
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VERSES 


V21 

Bullha, go to the jeweler’s, where so many ornaments are 
fashioned. Each has its own form, but just say: “They 
are all the same silver.” 13 


V22 

The season of blossoms has arrived, the birds have come 
to peck them. Some birds have been seized and eaten 
by hawks, some have been trapped in snares. Some 
had hopes of returning, some were mounted on spits 
as kebabs. Bull he Shah, what power lies with those 
who are snared and slain by fate? 


V23 

Bullha, good times have been left behind, since we did not 
practice love for the lord. What use is it to be sorry 
now, when the birds have stripped the field? 


V24 

He has spoken within me, and my sins have all been swept 
away. Millet grows on thorn bushes, and mulberries 
grow on pine trees. 14 
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VERSES 


V25 

1 took a loan from God, or rather you are my borrower. 
There you looked after me, where no one took any 
notice of me. From there I then came here, where first 
we received sustenance. Bull he Shah is a lover who has 
assuredly discovered the truth. 


V26 

Bullha, wheat, wealth, and women—these three are a 
sword. People came to meditate on the divine name, 
and worldly pleasures destroyed them. 


V27 

Into the oven with prayers, into the mud with fasting. 
Ink has blotted out the profession of faith. Bullha, I 
have found the lord from within myself, while people 
wander lost. 


V28 

Bullha, watch the beloved coming to you, be sure you do 
not watch him go. Because of the pain of separation, 
Brahmans and Shaikhs have been driven to settle in 
the forest. 
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VERSES 


V29 

Bullha, who is that supreme friend of yours? The Qur’an 
is in his hand, and yet he wears the sacred thread. 


V30 

Bullha, go to the kitchen of the beloved, where there is 
much butchery. Fat goats are slaughtered there, but 
you are too skinny to be let in. 


V31 

People give Bullha their advice: “Bullha, go and sit in the 
mosque.” But what happens in mosques, when the 
intention to pray is not offered from the heart? What 
happens from being pure on the outside, when the 
inner pollution has not gone? Bullha, without the 
perfect guide, all the worship you perform is useless. 


V32 

Can anyone who is unaware of their own body bring news 
of the beloved? I am not made of earth, 15 nor am I fire, 
nor am I water or air. Pebbles rattle in a jar, and fools 
ask who is talking. Bullha, the lord is mixed into every 
heart, like salt in flour. 
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VERSES 


V33 

You made the four elements your palace, and it was you 
who entered and sat there. You are the girls, you are 
the boys, and it is you who become their parents. You 
are the one who dies and the one who lives, and you 
are the one who mourns. Bullha, he is the one who is 
recognized in all that the lord has created. 


V34 

Bullha, when you went up to the salon, 16 people asked 
you how you were. All we got from this world is a 
blackened face and feet bruised blue. 


V35 

There is a lively scene with the tambourine playing, while 
the oven gets hot. The fakirs come and feast before 
they go, making Bullha happy. 


V36 

Bullha, know the shape of ghaht is just like that of aits. 17 
The difference lies in a dot. The world wanders lost 
in confusion. 
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VERSES 


V37 

Bullha, eat what is forbidden and recite your thanks. 
Repent and give up meritorious acts. Leave the 
mosque and cling to seclusion. Your soul will escape 
torment. Never recite that letter, 18 in case your soul is 
unable to answer. Come, Bullha, let us go to the place 
where wine is forbidden. 


V38 

Bullha, if you want to become a warrior for the faith, gird 
your waist with a sword. First kill the Ranghar, 19 then 
slay the infidel. 


V39 

Bullha, 20 enter God’s temple and say: “Explain and tell us 
clearly. Why have you sent away learned pandits and 
Brahmans and invited fools?” 


V40 

The rivers of unity flow; which way does my unity run? 
The perfect guide has got me across without a raft 
or float. 
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VERSES 


V41 

Bullha, these steps are all illusory; look toward reality. 
Anyone who wants to get there forgets about Peace be 
aponyou . Z1 


V42 

Bullha, the qazi is happy with a bribe, 22 the mullah is 

happy with a death, 23 A lover is happy with music, and 
his faith never grows less. 


V43 

Thugs dwell in the temple; there are stranglers at the door 
of the mosque. Fakirs stay by the gate of the lord, this 
is our belief. 


V44 

Bullhe Shah, let us go to the place where everyone is 

blind. No one recognizes our caste, nor does anyone 

revere us. 
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VERSES 


V45 

Bullha, he is not in the lodge, 24 where offerings of food are 
placed. People get pushed about in mosques, where 
the mullah sternly frowns. The rich station guards at 
their gates. Cling to the door of the true lord, where 
the pain of the heart is removed. 


V46 

Everything else is of no account; the only thing is God. 
Some of the confusion has been created by religious 
scholars, some by paper that has driven people mad. 


V47 

Bullha, I am the potter's clay, and I cannot say anything. If 
I ask why mine was the shape 15 he made, I fear he will 
tell me to shut up. 


V48 

Bullha, you are not separate from the lord, but lack the eye 
to see this. 
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VERSES 


V49 

Bull ha , 26 you may say “Lord” or not, but keep clear of 
mere appearances. 


V50 

Now 27 that I have understood, what is all the fuss? What is 
all this “Ram,” “Rahim,” and “Lord”? 


V51 

Hajjis 28 go to Mecca; 29 we are going to Takht Hazara. The 
Kaaba lies wherever the beloved points, however 
much you pore through all four scriptures. 30 


V52 

The 31 matter is not finished by going to Mecca, so long 
as you do not finish off the self from your heart. Sins 
are not shed by going to the Ganges, even though you 
immerse yourself hundreds of times. The matter is 
not finished by going to Gaya, 32 no matter how many 
offerings you make to the dead. Bullhe Shah, the 
matter is finished when the ego is destroyed. 
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VERSES 


V53 

If 3 ’ I search for you inside, then I think you are confined. 
If I search for you outside, then who is contained 
wit hin me? You are everything, you are in everything, 
you are known to be free from everything. You are me 
and I am you, so who is poor Bullha? 


V54 

You 34 remain awake at night and perform your devotions. 
Also awake at night are dogs, better than you. They 
bark and in no way can they be stopped. They go and 
sleep on the dung heap, better than you. They do not 
leave their master’s door, even if they get beaten with 
slippers, better than you. Bullhe Shah, buy yourself 
something for the journey, or else the game will be 
won by the dogs, better than you. 
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NOTES TO THE TEXT 


3 

^ The reading ghore cugan aruridn utte S, "horses graze on rubbish 
heaps” matches better with the following half-verse than irdkidn 
nunpai cahak paundi F J, “the whip fails on fine Arab steeds ” 


U 

Most texts have rdnjkdydr, 11 Ran;ha my beloved ” but the word 
rdnjha is superfluous to the meter, and the reference to Hir 
awaiting the arrival of her beloved hardly requires the mention of 
his name. 


H I n t h i s context * dsd F (Ar. { a$a) y “staff,” is a more natural item than 

kdsd Qj “cup ” 

39 

H This is presumed to be the sense of khard S, literally “wedding 
seat ” suggested as an emendation for the apparently meaningless 

qahdrd F* 



S The translation “mingle with one another” follows ikbai device 
samdo S, emending ik banne vice jd samdo F J, “go and gather to 
one side/ 1 

38 

S Here trahi rahion S, “retreated” fits the rhyme and meter better 

than^/ow F J, “went ” 

3 S reads asld te with F, but interprets as “at Asai” hence the 
emendation dsald ke te J* 


369 


NOTES TO THE TEXT 


BO 

S The ingenious emendation bhaertaninjan S J, “become unsullied ” 
is superior to the popular but clearly corrupt hahietarhtjan F, “let 
us sit in the spinning party'” 

m 

S The reading hunishkasdn xml aid haih S, “Now, love, you have come 

to us ” establishes the rhyme better than kiun ishkasdn tedid e F, 
translated by PS as “Why, O love, have you come to me?” 

3 Again, the rhyme o f man bhdid bain S, literally “you have pleased 

our heart ” is better than main paid hai F, “I have found you " 

B3 

^ Taking namund F as one word, “model " seems preferable to 
reading it as two words with the emendation nd nr and S T “nor 
death” 

m 

^ The word jhagar , “quarrel” does not seem to fit the meter or the 

sense. 


BD 

^ The problematic expression of kid mat kd ndm buldoge F, perhaps 

“What will you call this religion?” is doubtfully emended to mat 
kdran ndm buldoge S, interpreted as meaning “Perhaps you will 
give me at least a nominal invitation?” 

3 Here the general sense of “torment” is implied by shakanje S, 
literally “the stocks ” The emendation is suggested for the doubtful 
shakranji F, glossed by I as “irritation.” 


The^ traditional reading ciicak F, i.e., “Chuchak the father of 
Hir, hardly seems possible here. S accordingly suggests sucak. 
informer” interpreting the word as referring to the pair of 
recording angels who appear after death to report on the good 
and bad deeds performed in life. 
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NOTES TO THE TEXT 


£b 

S The translation follows pdche pad ki S, This is offered as an 
emendation o f the problem zticpdclnvadh ke QJF J, “after the poppy 
heads are cut ” which J suggests might be a traditional wedding 
ritual. 

eg 

^ This is the final verse in Q_F J, S adds a signature verse from other 
editions: shabad saloh ki banikid , kdfthullhe shah $undi f u This does 
not make a shabad or zshalok, Bullhe Shah has uttered It a&akdfi” 
This has a quite different tone from Bullhe Shah's usual signature 
verses, and seems more likely to have been created by a performer* 

S The text of thisArdy? follows S, which is much superior to the more 
familiar version printed in R F J and translated in PS, where the 
refrain hegins differently as mmamsunwishksharhdkinatd^Oh, 
now I have heard the relationship between love and law” 

DB 

^ The rhyme scheme of this kdfi is very irregular, suggesting that 
the text may have been unreliably transmitted, 

tM 

S “Shadows in a ruined house” (khole de F |) are explained as the 
shifting shadows cast by the changing position of the sun, versus 
“shadows of a well” (khiihe de S), explained as a reference to the 
revolving wheel that holds the buckets of a Persian welt, 

tt 

S The translation “in my body” foliows the emendation dehvicS, for 

dilhar de i nc F J, “that I should dwell in the beloved ” 

S S reverses the position of the final half verses of 103.3 and 103,5. 
The translation in PS follows their positioning in R QJ J. 
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NOTES TO THE TEXT 


^8 

S The phrase sirohtnalmilgat sirohtQF S, J\tera 1 ly “sword blade (of 

Sirohi) is joined to sword blade,” is perhaps an obsolete proverbial 
expression* Making no sense of it, J questionably emends to debt 
nal mil gat dehi , “body is joined to body*” 

HU 

^ The translation is approximate, since the literal sense of the 
emend at ion gar laike do sir sdbi S is hardly more transparent than 
the evidently corrupt gar laikegitr ton sarsdbi F J, 

^ The phrase bis pacds F, “twenty or fifty” presumably indicates 
counting in general. The emendation to hhespacds S J, “fifty guises 
hardly makes more sense, 

^ The emendation vasnd ban S, “1 flourish ” is superior to the 
traditional reading dasnahan F J, “J tell them,” which mechanically 
repeats the rhyme of 132*2. 

^ The emendation gurh kundemen S is explained as “in a deep hole 
in the ground constructed by yogis for ascetic withdrawal.” It is 
offered as a correction of the apparently corrupt gorkandt vie F J. 

^3 0 

^ The correct reading is uncertain. The absence of the necessary 
rhyme word in jibrdtlpagar Udid F f is corrected at the expense of 
the meter mjibrmlpagarlidid kdran istiqlud >ti S* 


emendation latlakhdid S, literally “have displayed a ruby” 
is preferable to the puzzling opposite meaning of idl imnjdid F J, 
rans ated in PS as “have lost a precious jewel .” 


372 


NOTES TO THE TEXT 


D 

S The translation “has come to me” follows milgia F J. The rhyme 
is corrected in malgid S T but with the opposite sense of “runs off, 
disappears.” 

H The text is doubtful, so ndpartltghat hot F, **nor does his faith 
grow less,” is emended on metrical grounds to parti interpreted 
as “accounting ” PS renders it loosely as “the Melody, whose 
enjoyment never grows less” 
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NOTES TO THE TRANSLATION 


Lyrics 

1 

1 T h t s u nr by med half-verse constitutes the refrain of the kafi. 

2 T he p oe t is pe rilously caught in the middle, like Sohni, who leaves 

her side of the river but without reaching her lover on the far bank. 

Without access to a spiritual guide, there can be no salvation in this 
world or the next. 

2 

1 Th i s long poem, with its memorable refrain, is one of Bulihe Shah s 
most substantial treatments of the mementomori theme. 

2 The wedding date fixed by her parents fora girfs arranged match 
marks the inevitable end of her life in her family home. Its rapid 
approach gives urgency to the reminder that she needs to prepare 
the clothes that she will take with her as her dowry (daf) when she 
leaves for her husband’s house. The process is frequently used by 
Bulihe Shah to symbolize the need to build up a store of rightly 
gu ided acts before t he inevitable approach of death. The theme is 
developed at length in “The Forty Knots” (GI-G40). 

3 The rhyme word bar is variously interpreted, 

4 T he wedding culminates in the ceremony {muklava) of the bri e 
being taken away from her parents 1 home to her husband s house, 
where she will spend the rest of her life. 

5 Sikandar, the classical Alexander the Great, is often cited as an 
example of how death overcomes even the mightiest of rulers. 

6 The biblical Joseph, whose beauty and whose birthplace are 
remembered in the standard epithet “the moon of Canaan (Pers. 
mah-ekatt'an). 

7 Sec 12.4. 

8 See 27.6, 

9 This verse uses core imagery from the Persian ghazal. The typic 
flowers of a Persian garden, like the tulip (Pers. iala) t iris (sosatth 
and hyacinth (s untbul), and the graceful cypress tree (stfrw, Pers. 
saw) flourish in the spring but are withered by the chill win o 
autumn {had-ekhazafi). 
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NOTES TO THE TRANSLATION 


10 The strongly defined center of the narcissus (nargas) is regularly 
compared in the language of the ghazal to the eye of the beloved 
intoxicated with his own beauty. 

11 The piercing cry of the crane, which is believed to express her pain 
at separation from the flock, is a common image for the suffering 
of the abandoned lover. Compare 30.3. 

12 An original image describing the necessity for good actions in this 
life as a necessary condition for future salvation. 

13 S suggests that the phrase “citadel of knowledge” {hot ilam He) 
refers to Bullhe Shah’s hometown of Kasur, which was famed for 
the learning of the local Islamic scholar Maulana Ghulam Murtaza, 
called “The Master of the Panjab” (makhdu m - c pan jab ). Rather 
than study with this great scholar, Bullhe Shah gave his allegiance 
to Shah Inayat, from whom he received the word (ka/ntd) of his Sufi 
teaching. 


3 

1 Like other kd/is on Hindu themes, this poem is written in Hindi, 
the characteristic language of the yogis. Compare IS, 20, 66,113. 

2 The phrase “make the Ganges flow backward” {ultigangd bahdio) 
is an idiom meaning “to do the opposite of the usual,” which here 
refers to the drawing up of psychic energy during the yogic process. 

3 The mystic process involved in the yogic reversal of the natural 
order of things is here described as a process of spinning backward. 

4 This reference to the story of the Ram dyan a describes a reversal 
of the arrival of Kumbhakaran to assist his brother Ravan, when 
his capital of Lanka was under attack by Ram and Lachhman. 

5 The “unstruck music” (anhadnad) is the mystical sound heard at 
the climax of the yogic process. Compare IS.2, 47.S, 66.4, 67.3, 

117.2,137.9,147.2. 

T he ‘circle of nectar” (amrit mandat) is another traditional image 
or the ecstatic state that is the goal of yoga. 

1 T1 4 

* C * ext this poem is based on S, which is taken from Mohan 

,n g Ubirai 1930:172. Verses 3-8 are omitted in F, and are not 

rans ated in PS. The short verses have a single rhyme throughout. 

C a y° u t°fthe text follows most editions, which print the verses 

eparately and indicate the recurrence of the refrain after each 
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verse. But the verses are paired by theme (i.e., 4.2-3,4.4-5,4.6-7, 
4.8-9), and are so printed in some editions. For other monorhymed 
kafis of this same formal type, compare 6,13,58,114. 

2 The social turmoil attendant on the internal uprisings of the Sikhs 
against the authority of the Mughals, which is the unusual subject 
of this haft* is interpreted as a manifestation of the mysterious 
workings of the divine beloved. 

3 Literally, “father’s elder and younger brothers” (kid cdcekid tde ), 
the core kin group of the patrilineal family. 

4 Compare 34.4. 

5 

1 See 12.4. 

2 The reference is to the famous episode in which Bullhe Shah 
disguised himself as a dancing girl to regain the affection of Shah 
Inayat. See 105.7. 

6 

1 This is a tentative interpretation of bhogankaranaddin. 

2 The translation follows S, but the word jagdtar in the original 
appears corrupt. Any translation must therefore be guesswork, 
compare PS, “customs officer.” 

7 

1 The verse could be interpreted either as a reference to thecondition 

of man following the fall of Adam or as the poet’s statement o 
bewilderment as to how the disgrace incurred by love is to be 
resolved. 

8 

1 The sense of the rhyme word anghdtdn is obscure both here and in 
117.1. S implausibly conjectures anghdtdn, “ties are relinquished, 
while PS translates the verse as “the shaft of Nam has struck me a 
mortal blow.” 

2 The Indian cuckoo, Cucuhisindicus (Skt. kokila -), regularly cited 
in poetry for its mournful cry. Compare 49.2, B7. 

3 The deerskin is typically associated with yogis, like the skull used 
as a cup for begging, the long matted hair, and the ashes smeared 
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on the body, 

4 A mihrab (Ar. mihrdb) is the niche in the wall of a mosque that 
marks the Qibla, the direction of the Kaaba toward which those 
offering prayer must face. But the prayers of lovers arc directed 
toward their beloved, whose face is their mihrab. 

10 

1 This is a deliberately familiar way {ammdn babe , literally, “Mom 
and Dad”) of referring to Adam and Eve, whose original sin in 
consuming the wheat that God had forbidden them to eat caused 
their expulsion from paradise and the subsequent troubled history' 
of humanity. The poem is a sardonic reflection on how mankind is 
collectively held responsible for that first disobedience. 

2 In the Islamic tradition* it was wheat that Adam and Eve were 
forbidden to eat. Compare 55.3,143.2, 

3 The names have no particular significance. The sense is general, 
that “X enjoys the fruits of a crime, and V gets arrested for it,” 

11 

1 The opening of this short poem makes it an obvious choice as the 
firstly?in the Persian-script editions F and S, But it is not attested 
in the earlier editions R and Q. 

The letters of the Arabic alphabet often carry important symb¬ 
olic values, so tf/z/ls both the first letter of the Arabic alphabet and 
the first letter of the word “Allah” (*UI), The simple shape o 
A, is identical with the form of the Arabic sign for the number 1 
(Ar. ahad) y which further underlies its use as a Sufi symbol for the 
divine unity, as opposed to the second letter, be(^), B, which stands 
for the world of duality. Compare 22.1, 22.2, 26.2, 26.15,42.12, 
58 A 92.2,118.2,144.3,150.4. 

^ The Arabic letters 'ain (£) and ghain (£) are shaped alike, being 
distinguished only by the dot written over the latter. They arc also 
symbolically opposed as the initial letters of V tin, “essence,” versus 
ghair\aildh\ “other[thanGod] ”Compare24.2,72.7,78.12, V36, 


12 


These words (Ar. qunj bi-idhni) are supposed to have been uttered 
y t e mysterious twelfth-century Sufi saint Shams when he 
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misused his miraculous po wers to resuscitate the dead son of the 
king of Ghazna. For this blasphemous claim to possession of God’s 
power over life and death Shams was sentenced to death by being 
hanged upside down and flayed alive. Compare 41,3, 95,3, 98,5, 
110,3,143.8. 

2 The reference is to Hir, anxiously waiting for Ranjha in the river 
glades where he comes to graze her father’s buffaloes, 

3 Yusuf, the biblical Joseph, was put down a well by his jealous 
brothers, who sold him into slavery in Egypt; there Zulaikha, 
the biblical Potiphar’s wife, saw him in the slave market and was 
overwhelmed by love for him. Compare 2.14,5.5,41.2,42,15,75.8, 
98.3, 98.4,110.3,143.5,144.3,154.5,157.2, 

4 The Arabic phrase is from the scriptural verse that records the 
words of Moses after he had been summoned to Mount Sinai, and 
God’s response to him: [qdla] rabbi arim [anzur ilaika qdla] lan 
iaram \ waldkim 'nzurila '1-jabaH j (Qur’an 7,143), “[He said] ‘Show 
me (you rs e 10 > lord, [that I may look upon you/ He said,] ‘You shall 
not see me [but look at the mountain*] ” Compare 119.9? 137.10, 
143.4,148.1,157.4. 

13 

1 The p li ras e “ wo r 1 d ly pi easu res” (lakiv laab) re calls i va-ma l-hayntu 

l-dunya ilia la ‘ihun wa-lahwun (Qur*an 6.32), “What is the life of 
this world but play and amusement?” 


1 The verse explores the common theme of people’s inability to 
discern the divine reality that underlies surface appearances. 

15 

1 The word “adept” (Ar. ‘drifl is a Sufi term, like “fakir (A i,faqtr)* 
But the Ar aft also draws on the language of yoga and is written in 
the characteristic Hindi of the yogis; see 3, 

2 See 3,3. 

16 

1 “Turk” was a standard term in medieval India for Muslim, as 
opposed to Hindu. Compare 20.6,40.6,78.5,106.5,131.3. 
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2 Here the “robbers” (thag) are the religious specialists who create 
the rituals surrounding birth and death and live off the fees they 
earn from them. Compare V6. 

17 

1 The Arabic phrase is from the verse sunmiun bukmun ‘utnyutt \fa- 
humIdyarji'una] (Qur’an 2.18), “Deaf, dumb, and blind, [they will 
not return]” Compare 70.3, 77.6, also 97.4. 

2 See 39.13. 

18 

1 “Real love” (Pers. *ishq-e haqlqi) is the mystical love of God as the 
true reality, which is exalted in Sufism above the human love called 
“apparent love” (Pers. 'ishq-emajazT). Compare 74.1. 

2 These Arabic textbooks are classics of the legal syllabus, and 
are frequently cited as a pair to indicate the formal syllabus of 
Islamic law. Their full titles are Kanz al-Daqa VV/ (The treasury of 
difficult points) by Abdullah ibn Muhammad Nasafi(d. 1310), and 
Mukhtasar al-Qjidiiri (The compendium of al-Quduri) by Ahmad 
ibn Muhammad al-Quduri (d. 1036). Compare 72.8. 

19 

1 1 he distinction between the mynah and the parrot symbolizes the 
apparent differences of superficial reality, which are destroyed by 
the perception of the underlying divine unity. 

2 See 121.1. 

3 The teachings of love are diametrically opposed to the 
commandments of formal religion, here exemplified by the 
Muslim dietary requirement to eat only halal meat, which has 
been properly slaughtered with the beast being bled after its throat 
has been cut, while avoiding the flesh of animals that have died a 
natural death (Pers. tnurdar). 


This poem is composed in the kind of Hindi that is associated with 
Rs predominantly Hindu theme; see 3. 

e youngest of the Pandav brothers, famous for his knowledge 
o astronomy. From the astronomical perspective of Sahadev, the 
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geo g rap h i cal locations on earth of Lanka and Mecca are Identical, 
p ro v i n g L h e m e anin glessne ss o f the Lr rival as s oc i ations with Hi nd u 
and Muslim identity* 

3 See 16.2, 

22 

1 As often elsewhere, the letter n/f/symbolizes the absolute unity of 
the divine prior to the multiplicity of creation. See 11.1. 

2 Th e c i t le H aftz is given to those who have learned the entire Qur an 
by heart. 

3 The shape of the seed that is left recalls the alifi 1) with which 
creation began. 

23 

1 The Arabic phrase “Le tit be, and it was rt comes from the end of the 

v e r s e j had Pit V -sat rid j rd ti i m 'l-a rdi r i J a idha qadd amranfa -innamd 
i m (fit In lahu\ kunfa-yakumt (Qur’an 2.117), “[The creator of the 
heavens and earth, and when he decrees a thing he but says to it,] 

4 1 ,et it be/ and it is/’ It is frequently used by Bullhe Shah to indicate 
t he ac t of creat ion, so here indicates that the lovers were intende 
for each other from pre-eternity (Pers, roz-eazal\> even before the 
moment of creation. Compare 43.5, 54.5,55,2, 57.2, 65.4,77,3, 
95,4,122.6. 

2 The riverside pastures where Ran j ha took the buffaloes to graze, 
and where Mir used to go and meet him. 

3 Bright red (sulrd) is the color that symbolizes the joyful state o a 
bride. The verse describes the happiness of other lovers. 

4 See n* 4 on 28.2, 


1 

2 


3 


24 . . 

The small dot that distinguishes letters in the Perso-Arabic script 
symbolizes the concentrated essence of mystical reality. Compare 
25.1,39.8. 

See 11.3. 

Sussi was the daughter of the king of Bhambhore in Sin i. ^ 
fell in love with Punnun, the son of the chief of the Hot tn l o 
Baloch, when he was sent to Bhambhore by lus father. After he 
late r abandoned her while she lay asleep, she died trying to o ow 
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his tracks in the burning desert of the Maru Thai. Compare 141.1, 
143.12,157.2, B4. 

4 See 31.6. 

25 

1 The “whole thing” (#«//) indicates the divine reality revealed by 
mystical insight. Compare 64.1, 64.16. 

2 See 24.1. 

3 The shape of the mark on the forehead that is made by frequent 
pious prostration in prayer is here compared to that of a tnihrab. 
See 8.5. 

4 See 45.2. 

5 Clothes dyed blue were particularly associated with Muslims in 
premodern India. 

6 The prestige gained from their performance of the hajj, or 
pilgrimage to Mecca, is exploited by the hajjis on their return in 
order to increase the offerings of the pious. 

26 

1 See 11.1. 

2 Compare V19. 

3 A qazi is a religious judge, who ranks higher than the humble 
mullah attached to a local mosque. Qftzis are regularly castigated 
for their greed and willingness to take bribes. Compare V42. 

4 7 he term abjad is given to the allocation of numerical values to 
the letters of the Arabic alphabet in the historic order of I lebrew 
and other older Semitic alphabets. Any given word or phrase may 
accordingly be represented by a number. 

The writing of religious formulae to be worn on the body as 
protective amulets itdviz) is a recognized skill of Muslim religious 
specialists. 

Mullahs are paid a small fee to recite in Arabic when butchers 

s aughter an animal in the prescribed halal fashion by cutting its 
throat. 

A name of Satan, whose arrogant belief in his superior knowledge 
8 T r h ° Ught about downfall. Compare 148.4. 

c translation “philosopher” is very doubtful, since the rhyme 
w or junni seems to be invented to fit the awkward rhyme with 
sunni, compare 138.3. S suggests that junni is a distorted form of 
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yunani^ “Greek ” 

9 By “inspirational knowledge" {Pers. Hltn-eladunnt) is meant the 
mystical science of Sufism, 

10 The two letters /////and mini stand for Allah and Muhammad 
respectively* but the cryptic reference is probably to the mystical 
identity of Ahad and Ahmad. See n. 4 on 28.2. 

27 

1 Ay uh T t lie biblical Job, is always referred to in Bullhe Shah by the 
epithet “the patient one" (Ar. §abir). He was tested by God by 
having his body filled with worms. Compare 42.15,110*3,143.6, 
148.3. 

2 Z a k a r iy a, t h e hibl ical Zeehariah, took refuge in a holiow tree from 
pursuit by the soldiers of the Jewish king Herod. He died when 
the soldiers sawed through the tree while he was still inside it. 
Compare 41.2, 95,3, 98.5,110.3,110.5,143.7. 

3 Yahya, the biblical John the Baptist, was the son of Zakariya, Hois 
here described as one of the many martyrs to the power of love. In 
M i i s 1 i m t ra d i t io n, tie \ vas app ro ached by the wife of King Herod ia n 
of Damascus to sanction her desire to re mar ry after the king ha 
divorced her three times. On his refusal to do so, she had him 
beheaded while he was at prayer, then had his head served up on 
a china platter. Compare 110*6, 

4 The great Sufi saint Mansur al-Hallaj is here described as dnn g 
the wine of mystical awareness, which led to his martyr om m 

Baghdad in 919. See 28.7. , 

5 Sulaiman, the biblical Solomon, was a mighty king who owned 
a magic ring that gave him power over the jinn an 
supernatural beings* They supported the magic throne on w ic 
he could fly through the air. Once Sulaiman lost his ring, an was 
t hen reduced to poverty and forced to earn his living by stokmg a 
furnace* Compare 2.15,110.2,143,6. 

28 

1 This poem is remarkable for its deliberate clustering of Qur ante 
and other Arabic phrases, most of which also recur in verses o 

other kdfts, * f 

2 The vocative invites a general audience to listen to the poet s 

address to the divine beloved. 
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3 Some commentators understand the meaning of ha r har device 
here and in 28.3 to he “As God (Skt. hart), you arc contained in 
everything (Pers. har).” 

4 In the Arabic script, Ahad “the One/’ i.e*, God, is virtually identical 
with Ahmad, he., the prophet Muhammad* Only the letter mtm 
in its very small medial form (-W-) marks tile difference between 
ana ahad (jl>I ai), “I am the One” and ana ahmnd L? I), “I am 
Ahmad, he** Muhammad/ 1 Compare 23.6, 26.IS, 43.4,43,5,53.2, 
60*2, 77,1,77.3,109.1, 

5 Similarly, the removal of the initial letter 7/6; from and 7 irah 
(,-tjZr Lri), “I am an Arab/' results i n //;/// rabh (Ijl ), 11 1 am the lord” 
This is another saying inspired by the Sufi belief in the mystical 
identity between God and the Arab prophet Muhammad, his 
chosen Apostle (Ar* rasfrf). 

6 The Arabic phrase is from the verse \faainamd ti 11 valid \fa - thuntma 
imjhu'Ilah (Qur’an 2.115) “jWherever you turn,] then there is the 
face of God” Compare 45*4,102*1, also 117.2. 

7 I he Arabic word al-insdn, “man/' indicates the essential unity 
of God and humanity. It is a shorthand reference to the verse 
[wa-laqadkhaiaqnd \ ai-imdn (Qur'an 15*26), “(And we created] 
man” Compare42*16* 

8 The phrase “a hidden treasure” (Pers, ganj-e makhff) alludes to 
the divine Tradition (Ar. hadith qiulst), frequently cited in Sufi 
literature, in which God explains the reason for creation as the 
divine desire for self manifestation; \kiwtu\ kanzan makhfiyyan 
\fa-ahhabiu an id raj a fa-khalaqtu 7 -khnlqti likai u'rafa\ “[I was] 
a hidden treasure [and I desired to be known, so I created the 
creation in order that I might be known [*” Compare 57*3, 65.3. 

9 The Arabic word alast r “am I not?” begins the verse describing the 
primal covenant between God and mankind: a hist a \ bhrabhikmn] 
([edit baldshahidnd (Qur'an 7.172), “Am I not \your lord(7 They said, 

w c so testify/” Compare 45.3, 47.4, 54.4, 65.5,77*5, 127.6. 

The Arabic phrase recalls another scriptural description of the 
divine creation of man, in the verse fa-nafakhtnphi |min nlhi] 
A^ ur an 29), “And I breathed into him [of my spirit]/ 1 

c phrase “we are nearer” is another scriptural allusion to 
1 e immanence of the divine presence in man, from the 
^ rse na l uni aqrab [ilaihi min habit y l-warid\ (Qur’an 50,16), 
e are nea f^r [to him than his jugular vein].” Compare 45.4, 
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70.2, 77.2, 96,2,138,2, also 64,10. 

12 T h i s p h ra s e i s from the vers e wa -hit i ra mu ‘ahum [ft inu mu ku ft turn] 
(Qur’an 57.4), “And he is with you [wherever you are],” Compare 

91.2, 148.2, 

13 This is another scriptural phrase pointing to the divine presence 
within man, fro m t h e p as s age [ i va - ft H-ardl dydtun lil- m uqi hin ], 
iva-Ji anfitsikunt \a-fa-ld tahsirun] (Qur'an 51.20-21), “[On the 
earth are signs for those of assured faith], and in your own selves: 

I will you not see?]” Compare 70.2. 

14 The ecstatic saying “I am God” (Ar. and H4taqq\ literally, “I am 
the (divine) true reality” proclaiming mystical identity with the 
divine, is famously associated with the great Sufi marty r Mansur 
al -Hallaj, and led to his execution for blasphemy in Baghdad in 
919. Compare 27.5, 41.3,42,8, 473, 55.5, 78.9, 95.3,96,5,98.5, 
98.8,109.2,119.9,125,4,140.6,143.7,148,3,156,4. 

15 The saying, “There is nothing in my robe [except God] (Ar. laisa 
fijuhbatf)* was uttered by the Sufi saint Shaikh Junaid of Baghda 

Like Mansur’s famous ana ’l-ftaqq, this is another of the well- 
known ecstatic Sufi sayings (Ar. shathiyyat). 

16 The phrase refers to the Arabic description of man as ashrafit l- 

niakhluqat. ? 

17 The Arabic phrase comes from a verse describing God s specia 
favoring of mankind: i va-hqad karramnd [bam ddant] (Ql^ an 
17.70), “And we have honored [the sons of Adam]. Compare 

18 The words of the Islamic profession of faith. See 45.2. 


1 This poem is generally considered to be by Bullhe 5a, an 
is included as such in R, Qj F, and J. Like kdfi 63, however, t is 
excluded from S as the work of Shah Husain. For t e nota > 
variant Shah Husain text, see Daudi 1990; 91-92, (trans^ 

Anwar 1966: 25-26), which has the refrain mitrdn di tmpnam 
kd ra n , dll dd la lift chit d m r/d, “To entert ai n my b e lov e , nay ea rt s 
blood is filtered,” followed by slx verses only partly overlapping 
with 29.2-3, and with a quite different signature verse starting m w 
Husain faqir , u Husain the fakir says” Given the very uncertain 
early textual history" of both poets, this rival attribution can ar y 
be regarded as definitive, and the poem is therefore inc u e iere. 
Besides kdfi 6 3, other instances of poems also attribute to S a 
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Husain include hafts 130 and 145, which are not excluded by S. 
Compare the introductory notes on 63, 130, 145. 


30 

The bride’s last farewell to her girlfriends {sahelian)* who must 
in due course follow her away from their childhood homes, is a 
poignant metaphor fertile inevitable pain of confrontation with 
death. 

See 2.18, 

The “veiler of sins” (Ar. sattdr) is one the names of Allah. 


31 

Unlike the striking catalogue of terms from weaving and spinning 
in 31.2 {tamtandpetdnalidn y pithnamchihbdfichaMn), it is hardly 
possible to translate the names of different kinds of doth listed in 
this verse as further examples of the phenomenal diversity that 
niasks the essential unity of all things. But cauiisi and pa hi si are 
woven from 400 and 500 threads respectively, khadciar Anddhotar 
are types of coarse cloth, and maintain n d khdsu a re varict ies of fi ne 
Muslin. 

Yogis dress in ochre-dyed garments, whatever the cloth they are 

made of. 

Compare V21. 

Besides the obvious reference to Krishna as the divine cowherd, 
PS suggests allusions to Jesus as the shepherd and to Muhammad 
as the driver ofcamels. There may also be a reference to Ratijha as 
buffalo herder, but the identity of the donkey- herdsman is obscure. 
T he discrepancy between Bullhe Shah’s own high status as a Say vid 
and the lower rank of Shah Inayat as an Aram is a prominent theme 
01 the poet’s hagiography. See also 24.4, 70.1,108,151.4. 


32 

The spinning party (attan) is where the girls of a village traditionally 
gathered together to spin. Compare 70 . 1 , B2. 

J'he Panjabi idiom mccan laggitm^hmighatkahcld, literally “she 
nas started dancing, so why the veil?” j s use d to describe attempts 
bang on to respectability when embarking on a questionable 
course of action. 
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33 

1 The lover is as helpless in the hands of the beloved as a fish that 
has been caught. 

2 The reference is to the birth in Mecca of Muhammad, who was 
appointed by God to be his Apostle. 

3 Hir’s parents married her off against her will to a man from 
the Khera tribe, in order to put an end to the disgrace of her 
relationship with Ranjha. At the end of the wedding ceremony, 
the Kheras compelled Hir to return with them in a bridal palanquin 
(dolt) to her new husband’s home. Compare 61,5. 

4 The sense is unclear. P5 explains as “I have become immortal 
in Your love and it is only my mind which has been eliminated 
forever” but this owes more to Radhasoami than to Sufi ideas. 

34 

1 The allusive verses of this kafi appear to refer to a separation of 
II u 11 lie Shah fram Shah Inayat due to the troubled conditions then 
prevailing in Punjab. 

2 The name of a place in District Kasur* 

3 Fa r t h e wo rdpl ay b e tw ee n kasar , “ fau It ” an d Kasu r, co mp are V4 . 

4 Literally, “Oh you with a great family” (vadparvaria), i.c., Shah 
Inayat. 

5 The two l ft h century of the Hijri era corresponds to the eighteenth 

century CE (1100 AH = 1688 CE). Compare 4.5 for the allusions 

to the disturbed state of contemporary Panjabi society. 

35 

1 This kafi is not included in R. AH subsequent editions have taken 
t h i s p o e m fro m Q, but some do u bts mu s t attac h to its authenticity. 
The language is fairly standard Urdu, and it lacks the usual refrain 
of a kafi. It is actually a ghazal in the hasaj meter of four feet, 
scanning mafa'ilun maja'ilun mafa'ilun mafa’Hun (with some 
irregularities). 

36 

1 The Persian script does not distinguish between se, those, and 
sai, “hundreds,” and some editions prefer the latter.The “traders” 
(] uotjare) are the peddlers who supplied the village women with 
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notes to the translation 


their jewelry, and are here as often elsewhere used to symbolize the 
saints who bear the uniquely valuable message of all-demanding 
love for the divine. Compare 70.5,117,2* 

Before the introduction of pockets and purses, money was kept 
tied in the hem of a garment (kamtu equivalent to pa IIa .36*6). 


37 

The use of spinning as a metaphor for the correct conduct of life is 
here developed with an abundance of terms referring to different 
parts of the spinning wheel. 

A maund (man) is a large measure of weight, equivalent to 80 
pounds. 


38 

T he contrast between the orthodox performance of the hajj to 
Mecca and the lover as pilgrim to the: beloved occurs elsewhere. 
Compare 102.4, 126.9, V51, also 105.6, 128,1 2. 

Hie popular Panjabi pronunciation of At. ghazU “warrior for 
the faith,” as geiji rhymes with haji. The contrast between these 
exemplary Muslims and burglars and thieves symbolizes the 
simultaneous presence of good and evil in man. 


Literally, “wearing an alfi," the shroudlike sleeveless garment worn 
°y fakirs, so called because it is straight in shape like the letter a/if, 
A seventeen {sataran F S) is a top throw of the dice in the game of 
caupar, versus the usual idiom mpau»b&raHjafipam<lenc], “when 
getting a twelve ” Compare 97.4, 

Wearing the turban at a tilt is the sign of a dandy, like the casual 
Wa Y of wearing slippers. 

Compare 24.1, 

The phrase “both heaps" (cloveii thok) is better understood with PS 

* thls worid and the world to come,” rather than with S us the 
wo words of the formula la ;/«/,«, « there , s no G od.” 

a I anjabi translation of the Arabic mfuu qablaunUomHu. See 77.7. 
Jn the day of judgment, the prophet Muhammad will intercede for 
nose who have followed the commandments of Islam. Compare 
17 -7,104.8,117.4,119.14, S26. 
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8 I,c M the announcement of death. 

40 

1 It has often been observed this famous kafi is modeled on Rumps 
g r c a t P e rs i an g hazaJ beginning cih tadblr ai m usalnm ndn kih man 
khud-ra namldmtam , na tarsd naiyabud-am man nagabr-am nai 
musahndn-am t “What can I do, oh Muslims, for I do not know 
myself. I am not a Christian nor a Jew, not a Zoroastrian nor a 
Muslim.” Compare the thematically similar 106. 

2 The Sufi doctrine of “peace toward all” (Pers. sulh-eknlf) was 
also adopted in India as a definition of Akbar’s policy of religious 
tolerance toward non-Muslims. 

3 See 16.2. 

41 

1 When I braiii m, the biblical Abraham, destroyed the idols belonging 
to his father, Azar, he was sentenced by the evil king Namrudto be 
burned on a pyre, from which he was rescued by God. Compare 
110.2,143.6, 

2 See 27.3 

3 See 12.4. 

4 A learned Shaikh who became disgraced through his infatuation 
with a beautiful Christian girl, for whose sake he had to put 
on the girdle worn by Christians and to graze pigs. The story 
comes from the Mantiq ut Tair by the Persian Sufi poet Attar- 
Compare 110,3, 

5 See 12.2. 

6 See 28.7. 



42 

1 The titak is the mark drawn on the forehead as a sign of Hindu 
religious affiliation, as opposed to the religious practice and duty 
(sumuit faraz ) of Islam. 

2 The father of the prophet Muhammad. 

3 See 77.7. 

4 The area near Mathura where Krishna spent his youth as a 
herdsman, 

5 The capital of Ravankingdom, attacked by Ram. 
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6 See 28.7. 

7 See 11.1. 

8 See 133.4. 

9 See 12.4. 

10 The biblical Jonah, who was swallowed by a large fish. Compare 
110.2,143.4. 

11 Sec 27.2. 

12 See n. 7 on 28.3. This verse is included in S, but not in most other 
editions. 

13 The fourteen zones (Ar. tabaq) that together make up the entire 
universe. Compare 77.4,135.3. 

43 

1 Seen.4on 28.2. 

2 See n. 1 on 23.2. 

3 See 117.3. 

44 

1 Th e refrain expresses the lover’s mystical transformation through 

his experience of the divine self-manifestation, as described in the 
following verses. 

Wild geese are symbolically associated with the spiritually aware. 


There is a deliberately shocking juxtaposition of the pious Muslim 
formula “In the name of God” (Ar. hi'smi 'Halt), which is said before 
undertaking any action, with the Hindu spring festival of Holi; 
compare B6. Arabic phrases ending in ’//«/,, “God,” recur in the 
2 rtl ymes throughout the poem; compare G40. 

From the Islamic profession of faith <p. kalma) id ilaha Hid Utah 
™amuhammadun rasulu’lldh , “There is no god but God, and 
Muhammad is God’s Apostle.” Compare 25.3, 28.9, 45.3, 45.7, 
H9.13, S23. 

A technical term of Sufism (Ar .fund fi ilah), used to describe the 
obliteration of the self in the divine. 

Sec n. 8 on 28.4. The scenario of the first day of creation is here 
developed with the souls of mankind being conceived as girlfriends 
(sakhidn). 
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5 See 45.2 above, and compare 45.7 below. 

6 See n. 11 on 28.6. 

7 An allusion to the favorite Sufi saying man \ arafa nafsahu [fa-qad 
'arafa rabbafut], “Whoever has known himself [has known his 
lord).” 

8 See n. 6 on 28.3. 

9 The pious Arabic phrase sa/Id ’ llahu ['alaihi\ y which is added to any 
mention of the Prophet, in modern English Islamic usage often 
abbreviated as {pbuh), i.e., “peace be upon him” 

1 <) The Arabic words are from the versesjfe- ’dhkuruni[adhkurkum] 

j va - \slikuru li 1 1 va Id takfiiruni] (Qur’an 2.152-3) “Then remember 
me (and I will remember you). And be grateful to me [and do not 
be ungrateful toward me].” Compare 70.4. 

11 The Arabic phrase siMtana 'lldJt is a common exclamation of praise 
or wonder. 

12 The tube (pickdrT) used to squirt colored dye at other people during 
the celebration of Iioli. 

13 The phrase is understood to signify Islam in the verse sibghatn ’ Haiti 
i va - man ahsanu min alldhisibghatan (Qur’an 2.138), “The baptism 
of God, and who can baptize better than God?” 

14 The scriptural phrase alldhit H-samad (Qur’an 112.2), “God the 
everlasting one,” here daringly indicates the divine presence in 
man. 



46 

1 The countdown to the day of the wedding is calculated by 
progressively undoing the knots {gandhfn ) that have been tied for 
each day of the waiting period. See G. 

47 

1 The overall sense of the poem is powerfully conveyed, but the 
precise meaning of some verses is not always entirely clear. 

2 See 28.7. 

3 Seen. 9 on 28.4. 

4 The word “unstruck” (arthad) is usually applied to the mystical 
sound heard in the yogic process; see 3.3. Here it appears to have 
the general sense of “imperceptible, invisible/ 
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48 

An allusion to the story of Sohnf as also in 48-7 below. See n.i on 

81. 


49 

All editions follow R in printing kdfisW and 50 as separate poems. 
Their rhymes -arid (49) and -olid (50) may he di Here tit, but these 
two short poems are otherwise so similar that they are probably 
variants of a single original that diverged in the oral tradition. 
Compare the similarly paired 130 and 131. 

This refrain begins with the same words, kadi a mih as 48,1. 

See 8.3, 

This half-verse virtually repeats the refrain 49,T and appears to 
be a filler devised to make up the metrical scheme. 


50 

See n. 1 on 49, 


51 

fhis remarkable depiction of the strife in contemporary society 
as a set of disputes between different kinds of snacks and sweets 
is recorded in Q. It is absent from R, and its authenticity has 
sometimes been questioned. It is not translated in PS. 
“Millionaires” (lakhpati) are perhaps the name of something to 
eat * the other verses begin with the names of sweets. 

The name of the false prophet whose coming will mark the end of 
the world and whose teachings will destroy true religion and create 
social chaos. 


52 

This exceptionally long kajt on the theme of a girl’s need to apply 
erself to her spinning as an image for the proper conduct of life 
ma y be compared with G. 

See 150.2. 
he., Shah Inayat. 


See n. 4 on 23.6. 


53 
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2 See n. 3 on 151,3- 

3 The bodily existence {£/;/*&/) of human beings creates the illusion 
of separateness between them. Compare 95.5, 

4 The word “ Syrian" (jMwih which generates the verse rhyme -amt, 
is naturally balanced by ritml, here translated as “Tbrk” 

5 The cupbearer (Pers. sdqi) who in Persian poetry represents the 
teacher who dispenses the wine of mystical knowledge. Compare 
67.3. 

54 

1 Since God is omnipotent, the fault of sin does not lie with man. 

2 The Arabic phrase hi tataharraku, “You do not move [unless 1 
so command]” is a proclamation to man of divine omnipotence. 
Although it seems to be understood as scriptural, it does not 
actually occur in the text of the Qur'an-Compare 77,7. 

3 See n. 9on 28.4. The sc d p t ural qu otatio n re inforces the state me nts 
in the preceding verses about the primal compact between God 
and man, which pre-dates the formal inauguration of Islam. 

4 See n, 1 on 23.2, 

55 

1 See n. 1 on 23.2. 

2 l.e., in the world created by God in order that he might be loved, 

3 See 10.3. 

4 The “ignorant one” {jdhai) is the prophet Muhammad s arch 
enemy, the heathen Abu JahL S explains the story: Abu Jahl once 
hid some stones in his clenched fist and came to ask the Prophet 
what he had in his hand. Muhammad told him they were stones 
that would magnify God. Then from his hand could be heard the 
proclamation “There is no god but God, and Muhammad is his 
Apostle ” Abu Jahl then fled in discomfiture. 

5 See 28,7. 

6 See 96.5. 

7 The Sikandarndma by the Persian poet Nizami describes how the 
hero, Sikandar, came disguised as an envoy bringing his message to 
Nu shaba, the queen of Azerbaijan, only for her to recognize who 
he really was. 

8 In [ami’s Persian poem Yusuf Zulaikha, Yusuf comes to Zulaikha 
in her dreams long before the pair actually meet. 
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The magic stone (paras) that alchemically transforms iron into 
gold. Compare 146.5. 


56 

Pharaoh {hr.fir'aun} was the evil ruler of Kgypt who persecuted 
Moses, and who was eventually drowned in the Nile when he tried 
to pursue him. Compare 106.2,143.16. 

57 

See n. Ion 23.2. 

The phrase “hidden secret” (Pers. slrre niakhfT) is a reference to 
the mystical reason for creation, i.c,, that God might beloved. See 
28*4, 

Seen. 17on 28.9. 

Ib indicate the public announcement either of the glory'of Adam’s 
special status in creation or else, according to 5, of his disgrace 
when expelled from paradise. 

A famous pair oflovers in Islamic romance. The Arab princess Laiia 
was loved so passionately by Qais, who came from a rival tribe, that 
he was driven mad and became known as Majrum (“the madman”), 
Compare 95,2,98.4,101.3,133.3,143.10,150.5,154,6. 


58 


The poem is of the same formal type z&kafih, with a single rhyme 
throughout, hut since the verses are here clearly grouped as pairs 
they a rc numbered accordingly. 

Stams do not show on the blanket worn bv a fakir, whiuh is dyed a 
“ark color. 

The familiar pairing of alif and be as the first two letters of the 
cyanic alphabet is here followed bythethird letter, tc, which begins 
the word iilavat, “recitation of the Qur'an ” 

Later in the alphabet, the letters .*«<^)“S"and shin {j>) "SI I” ar e 

u . 0wed h V s “M W w hich begins the words sadak (Ar. sddiq), 

sincere” and sabar (Ar. sabir\ “patient " 

The comparison of the ring around the neck of a turtledove with 

he collar around the neck ofa slave is a common conceit of Persian 

poetry. 

The words main main, literally “me, me,” are also an onomatopoeic 
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representation of the goat's bleating. Compare 112,4, 

7 There is a play on the literal meaning, “grace” of the name (inait, 
Ar. Huayat) of Bullhe Shah's master, Shah Inayat, Compare SIS. 

60 

1 Ill is poem is not inR, and is omitted from PS, Most editions derive 
from Q, 

2 Sec n. 4 on 28,2* 

3 Since God is present in the heart, there is no need to direct appeals 

to him elsewhere, 

61 

1 In this poem, the disguised immanence of the divine is symbolized 

by the arrival of Ran j ha in the dress of a herdsman employed by 
I lir’s father to graze his buffaloes. 

2 The alliterative phrase cdkar cdk emphasizes Ran]ha's apparent 
humble status, 

3 I,e., since the act of creation, marking the separation of the creator 
from his creatures, 

4 See 33.4. 

62 

1 This appears to be the sense of the phrase mdru kehdjhuldnd. 


1 This kajt, with its unusually irregular rhyme scheme, is generally 
considered to he by Bullhe Shah and is included as such m Qj > 
and I, although it is absent from R. As with kajt 29, its exclusion 
from S as the work of Shah Husain cannot be taken as being fully 
established. For the variant Shah Husain text, see Daudi 1990. 
78 79, kafi 125 (trans. Anwar 1966:71-72), which has the refrain 
jhu me jh 11 m khel Ini nt a njh vehre, japd'idnttuiiharn ere. 

2 The courtyard represents the body with its nine orifices. The tenth 

door is the hidden aperture in the skull that is opened at the climax 
of the yogic process. Compare 136.10. ^ .... 

3 The rampaging mind that resists the practice of spiritual discipline. 
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64 

See 25*1. 

I his verse and those following describe various I Jindu religious 
rituals, including the marriage ceremonies performed for idols of 
the gods, as meaningless distractions from reality. 

Le., just saying that red is white does not make it so. 

The great mother goddess. 

Le., Chandi’s consort, the god Shiv. 

The proliferation of kinship terms mocks the whole notion of idols 
being related to one another. 

A Panjabi translation (shah rag thin Here) of the f amiliar Qur'anic 
phrase nahnu aqrah. See n, 11 on 28.6. 

I he last half-verse, mujh mehhhet niikaie, could he understood as 
the words of either the poet or the divine beloved. 

Mothers” {matah) is understood by Sas M those deluded by illusion 
(maid)r 

I.e., it has no authority. 

Repeating 64.1. 


65 

See 28.4. 

Seen. Ion 23,2. 

Seen. 9 on 28,4. 

The cousin and son-in-law of the prophet Muhammad, who is 
particularly revered by Shia Muslims. 

For the actor (scihgt) who put on the show (sahig), compare 80.3, 


66 

Thepoem is addressed to Hindu holy men (sari to) and describes 
t ie elovedas the divine cowherd, Krishna, regularly associated by 
Rullhc Shah with Hir’s beloved, Ranj ha, who became first a buffalo 
er sinan, then a yogi for her sake. In keeping with its theme, the 
language of t he kdflh Hindi; see 3, 

happen 01 ^ 0 eX ^ FeSS * on ^ or sorn ething unexpectedly wonderful 

The pastoral tribe among whom Krishna grew up. 

‘ ysticai reaim that lies beyond the ordinary senses. See 3.3. 
Suggesting the appearance of Ranjha as a yogi. 
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6 A mark of humble status. 

67 

1 The passage of time was traditionally marked by the beating of a 
gong. The night and the day were each divided into four watches 
ipahir) of about three hours, which were in turn subdivided into 
eight units of about twenty-four minutes (gharT). 

2 Lite rail y\ “ a t eve ry r ghart? 

3 The mechanical beat ing of" the gong is contrasted with the divine 
s oun d of t he unstruck music (anhadvdjd) experienced at the climax 
of mystical union. See 3,3. 

4 See 117.3. 

5 The distiller (kaldl) is the equivalent of the cupbearer, who 
d i s p en scs the wine that banishes all thoughts of ritual observance. 
Compare 57.3. 

68 

1 The phrase bulbul Isgulzdr di is taken from the language of the 
Persian ghazal, in which the nightingale's song permanently 
expresses the grief caused by separation from her beloved rose. 

70 

1 These parties (trinjamin) are where the girls of the village gather 
to spin and to gossip. Compare 32,3. 

2 Sec 31,6. 

3 Seen, 11 on 28.6. 

4 See n. 13 on 28.6. 

5 See n. 1 on 17.5. 

6 See n. 10 on 45.6. 

7 I he traveling merchant ( imnjdrd ) symbolizes the guide who 
dispenses wisdom. See 36.1. 

8 The scriptural vers eyadu Hldhifauqaaldihm (Qur'an 48.10), The 
band of God is over their hands ” refers to God's confirmation 
of the fealty sworn by the Meccan leaders to Muhammad at the 
conclusion of the treaty of Hudaibiya in 628 CE. 


1 “Reality” (sacc, Pers. haqiqat) is the third stage on the Sufi path, 
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reached after the Jaw {sharVat) and the way Uariqat). Compare 
78.7, 96.6. 

The “fourth state” (i cauthdpad , Skt. turipavastha-) is ayogie term 
that denotes the state of liberation achieved through transcending 
the three gunas that govern worldly existence. Here it denotes 
ma'rifat, “gnosis ” the fourth and highest state on the Sufi path; 
See 78,7, 

This seems to be the sense of the phrase jehd shark a tarikat-hare 
nun t for which PS offers “After undoing the city of rituals.” The 
same half-verse also occurs in 7L3 above. 

72 

The opposition between mystical love (Pcrs. ‘ishq) and the religious 
law (sharVat), which is one of the fundamental themes of Persian 
Sufi poetry, is also the subject of the kdfi beginning ishksharhd dd 
jhagrdpaigid, “A dispute arose between love and law," which is 
included with translation in Rama Krishna 1938:65- 66, where it is 
stated to have been obtained from “the late Miras! Maula Bukhsh of 
Lahore.” It has not been included in any of the subsequent standard 
editions ofBulIhe Shah's poetry, unlike the similarly sourced 108, 
which fulfills a more satisfying hagiographic need* 

See 11.3. 

See 18,3. 


74 

The rhyme scheme of this kaftls very irregular, suggesting that 
the text has been unreliably transmitted, 

“Human lovc”(Pers. 'iskq-emajazi), generally subordinated in Sufi 
thinking to the higher love of the divine (Pcrs. hshq-c haqiq'i), is 
here exalted in its own right, as the poet celebrates his love for his 
human guide Shah Inayat. Compare 18,1. 

I.c„ physical presence is a necessary part of spiritual attraction. 
The significance of this particular tree tiindbar) is uncertain. 
Compare B3, 


The Arabic words lahmaklahnii^ “Your flesh is my flesh ” originally 
spoken by the prophet Muhammad about his beloved son-in-law 
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Ali, are here taken to indicate the essential unity of God with 
creation* 

2 See 121*1* 

3 As elsewhere, an archetypal image of the suffering lover* See 12,4, 

4 'This is a unique reference in Bullhe Shah’s poetry to the great Sufi 
teacher and poet Jalal ud Din Rumi (d* 1273), whose title derives 
from his residence in Rum, the modern Anatolia* It invokes his 
a u t h o rity as an expert on the divine unity of being in order to settle 
i he ap p arc nt di spute of identity between the poet and his beloved* 

76 

1 T ills ktifi is not reckoned as a separate poem in most editions, 
where it is added on to the end of the Friday verse of th cAtfrvardi 
see A7, Although linked to that verse in its theme, this poem is, 
however, rightly classed as a separate kajt in F, where it is numbered 
as such, but out of the regular alphabetical sequence* 

2 Th e re i*s a wo rdp lay between ptr y “ Monday ” and pi ran > “pains.” 

3 There is another word play, between budh> "'Wednesday” mdbudh 
siuiht “sense, awareness ” 

4 The Jat tribe to which Hir belonged, 

5 See 117*3* 

6 T he meaning of the rliyme word idrotar is uncertain, 

77 

1 The text of this poem follows S, which is much superior to the 
truncated and corrupt text of R, F, and J translated in PS. 

2 See n, 4 on 23,6, and compare77,3^4 below* 

3 The “pearl of meanings n {VQT&.durr-ema*mil isvariously supposed 
to refer to the Qur’an or to Sufi teachings. 

4 An abbreviated citation of the familiar scriptural phrase We are 
n ea rer. S e e n, 11 on 2 8 * 6* 

5 The “white hand” (Pers .yad-ebaiM)'- when God restored the hand 
of Moses that had been burned on the orders of Pharaoh, it had 
been made miraculously brilliant. It is thus a symbol of spiritual 
powers. 

6 See n. 1 on 23.2. 

7 See 42.16. 

8 See n. 9 on 28.4. 

9 From the verse [bma'llaha 'aid] kttUishai’in [qadirun] (Qur’an 
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2.20), “[For God has power] over all things." 

10 Ydsin (Y S) and M nzammil (Th e wrapped) are t he n a mes of c hapters 
36 and 73 of the Qur'an. Since these two chapters (Ar. sura) contain 
special reference to Muhammad, the meaning is “for the sake of 
the Prophet” 

11 See n, 1 on 17.5. 

12 This popular Sufi saying (An mutu qahla an tamutu) teaches the 
need to be dead to the world while still living in it. Compare 39,12, 
42.6, SI1, 

13 See n, 2 on 54,2. 

14 From the verse lan tanalii 'l-birrahaita \ lunfiqu minima tuhibbmia \ 
(Qpr J an 3,92), “You will not attain righteousness until |you give 
freely of that which you love]," 

15 See 137.11. 

16 See 105.7, 

78 

1 A reference to the story of Sohni. See n, 1 on 81. 

2 The tree Bute a /rondos a sheds its leaves before it fruits. Its buds 
are black, but open to reveal red petals, here suggesting the 
contrast between the outward disgrace {malamat) voluntarily 
assumed by a Sufi and his inner integrity TPers. surkhrui^ literally 
“red - faced ness ”), 

3 The “rival" (raqib) is understood by the commentators to mean 
the devil, but the sense of the verse is obscure, 

4 See 16.2, 

^ The Gidistdn (The rose garden) and the Host tin (The orchard) are 

two collections of stories that form key texts of the Persian literary 
canon. They were both written by Shaikh Saadi (d, 1292) of S h i raz, 

^ I-e., false teachings. 

The verse describes the four stages on the Sufi path. The law (Ar. 
skan l at 7 P, shark a) is followed by the way {tariqat)* then reality 
(haqiqat), and finally gnosis (ma‘rifat)< Compare 71,5, 

This verse and 78,9 refer to the secret teac h i ngs of Sufis m. 

9 See 28,7, 

The austerities practiced by the famous Sufi Bayazid Bistami (d. 
74) are supposed to have separated his body from his spirit. The 
text of this verse is very uncertain, and the meaning is doubtful in 
places. 
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IT See 11.2. 

79 

1 I n t h i s re m arkabk poem, the lover announces her intention to use 
ill] t he powers ofnatu re as well as her whole person to create a love 
spell that will win her beloved to her* 

2 A spell is activated by blowing out the words with the breath. 

3 The seeds of the wild rue(//nm«/)are burned to banish evil spirits* 

80 

1 See 65*7. 

2 Understood by S as the primordial light of Muhammad that 
preceded the creation of Adam, 

81 

1 I n this haft the poet speaks as the legendary heroine Sohni, who 
used t o come see retly by night to the edge of the river Chenab* She 

would take with her an earthenware pot as a float to help her make 

t he dangerous crossing to the far bank* where she would meet her 
beloved* MahinvaL Compare 48 • 5,78*1,83,4,102.5,128.4,137-13* 
143,12,154,6,155,3, B4, S4* ' 

2 Literally, “I stand flying crows” an idiom indicating the anxiety of 

trying to communicate with the beloved. 

3 The diadem (mukta) from which a veil is hung over the face an 
the forehead mark (tilak) are both worn by the bridegroom during 
the wedding ceremony. 

83 

1 I. e, * t he malign influence of an evil spirit. 

2 Tiie verse evokes the fate of Sohni* See n. 1 on 81* 

3 Like the turning of ropes into snakes, the display of stars under 
baskets is a proverbial example of a magic trick, depending upon 
the illusion of the burning coals tipped during the night from a 
basket used to carry them looking like stars. 

4 1 .e,, she is so distracted that she cannot distinguish two fruits that 
are so unlike in appearance. 

5 The Indian city is proverbially famous for its fine bamboo, 

6 Literally, ”1 will not put my head on my body again*” 
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84 

1 The “city of the silent” (shahir khamoshtlft da) is the land of the 
dead. Compare 100.3, GI5, 


86 

1 This poem is included in Qj S, and J, but omitted from R 

2 There is a wordplay between “hearth,” and the name Bullha. 

8 There is another wordplay here, with khan gar, “a lump of fused 

bricks.” The Ranghars were a tribe of Muslim Rajputs who 
achieved prominence in eighteenth- cent ury Pan jab, and who were 
proverbial for their arrogance. Compare V3 H, 

88 

1 Since the refrain is here needed to complete the sense of this verse, 
it has exceptionally been printed throughout this poem, 

90 

1 1 he verse attacks the mechanical utterance of the common Arabic 

phrase astaghfiru HI ah, “1 seek God’s forgiveness, God forgive me,” 
without having any genuine desire to repent. 

91 

1 Seen. 12 on 28.6. 

2 Perhaps a general reference to the teaching of Shall Inayat, not 
necessarily to his written Persian treatises. 

92 

1 The word “dunce” (kutical) is an unusual formation from kuttnd, 

to beat, with the sense of “a child who is regularly beaten for poor 
performance in class ” 

2 See 11.1, 


The day of pre-eternity” {rozazaldd, Pers, roz-eazaf) represents 
e period before the beginning of time. Compare B6. 
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94 

1 Shall Inayat was affiliated to the Q_adiri order of Sufis, Compare 

126,9, 

95 

1 Majnun*s beloved used to be kept in purdah, from which she would 
steal glances at him* See 57,6. 

2 See 12,2* 

3 Sec 28.7. 

4 Sec 27.3. 

5 See n, 1 on 23.2* 

6 See n* 3 on 151.3. The verse envisages the divine both as creation 
and as the Prophet for whose sake creation was brought into being. 

7 See 53.3* 

96 

1 See n. 11 on 28.6. 

2 r r h c in c a n i ng here o f the wo rd hardtd n is u ncl e ar, and the whole 
verse is somewhat obscure. 

3 See 28,7. 

4 Gad was equally present in the martyr Mansur and in the mullahs 
standing around to witness his execution. Compare 55.5| 109-2. 

5 See 71*5. 

97 

1 A cosmetic powder used to tinge the teeth black. 

2 1 A fe i s c o m pa re d to a ga m e o f chaupar, wh i ch i s s imilar to 1 u do. It 
is played with three four-sided dice, so three ones are the lowest 
possible throw* while the highest throw is called pauh haran, 
literally u acc and twelve/* Compare 39.5, 

3 The Panjabi {gungidorikamtt) recalls the Qur’anicphrase summun 
hukmun 'umynm. Sec n, 1 on 17.5. 

98 

1 As often in Bullhc Shah, the adverb o///e, “there,” denotes the other 
world of love, 

2 W hen Yusu f was put up for sale in the Egyptian slave market, an 
old woman offered a hank of yarn for him. See 12.4. 
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3 Cowrie shells were used as the smallest un its of currency. 

4 See 12.4* 

5 See 57.6. 

6 The reference is to Shams, See 12.2. 

7 The reference is to Zakariya. See 27.3. 

8 The reference is to Mansur, See 28.7. 

9 The words that sent Mansur to the gallows. See 28,7. 

100 

1 See 84.5. 

2 1 he traditional text of this verse in Fand J seems certainly corrupt, 
but the emendations and explanations suggested by S both appear 
forced. 


101 

1 Majnun’s mad love for Laila was so great that he longed to become 

hen See 57.6, 


102 

1 Seen, 6 on 28.3, 

2 See 38, L 

3 An allusion to the story of Sohni, See n. 1 on 81, 

104 

1 Doubly associated with Krishna and with Ran j ha as the preferred 
musical instrument of herdsmen, the flute is imagined as the 
vehicle for the transmission of the divine message through the 
poet's spiritual guide. 

S explains the rhyme word manjhd as the name given to the custom 
o dressing the bride in old clothes and confining her to the house 
^ tor some days before her marriage. 

The whole verse suggests the further mystical associations of the 
ute in Sufism, as memorably celebrated in the opening verses 
of Rumi’s Masnavi. 

4 See 3,3, 

So interpreted by S, but the rhyme word fare normally means 
strings” 7 

live your life in accordance with the tenets of Islam, so that 
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T he Prophet may be your witness on the day of judgment ” See 
39 . 13 . 


105 

1 I his very l amous kdfi is best known by this second verse of the 
i e fra in ending with the syllables that a thaia > which are used by 
teachers of dancing to mark the rhythm of the steps. 

2 Symbolizing the gloom created by the master’s departure. 

I he Kaaba is the focal point of the pilgrimage, and the Qibla is the 
d i re c t in n o f Mecca to w h i c h thos e p c rfo rming th e p raycr face. H ere 
{he sense is that the master points me the direction of himself as 
t he object of my devotion. Compare 38,1,128.1-2, 

4 As bridal colors, these suggest the bliss of being with the beloved, 
lake tlie rest oft he poem, this verse may be understood as a general 
expression of lament and rejoicing caused by separation from the 
beloved and union with him. The most popular understanding of 
t he verse is that it refers to an actual incident in which BullheShah, 

1 1 a v i ng fal 1 en ou t with Shah Inayatj dressed up as a dancing girl and 
regained his master’s favor with his performance. Compare 5.6. 
77,10 T 126.4,149.6. 

106 

1 I he natural appeal of this haft across religious and national 
boundaries has helped it become probably the best known of all 
Bull he Shah's lyrics. Compare the thematically similar 40. 

2 See 56.6, 

3 The (our sacred books (kit aba n) of the Semitic tradition, l.e., the 
lorah (Ar. laurel). Psalms {zabftr) % Gospel (wjtt) y and Qur’an, 
Compare V51. 

4 Compare V32. 

5 A city in Rajasthan, which gives the adjective nagatm to rhyme 
with lahauri and pashaurL 

6 See 16.2. 

7 A place in Himachal Pradesh, once a to™ of some importance, 

which fits the kajTs main rhyme -amp 

H he., Shah Inayat. This profession of the mystical identity between 

disciple and the master standing directly before him makes an 
effective conclusion to the poem. 
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107 

By confusing them with the outward differences between Hir and 
Ranjha, which belie their essential identity. 

108 

This unusual kafi is probably overconfidently described in PS as a 
rare instance “where a classic poem depicts a true incident of life.” 
It is not included in R, Qj F, or J, and the text printed here is taken 
from S. Its partial first appearance in print seems to have been in 
Rama Krishna 1938; 46-47, where “Mr N. A. Waqar” and “a few 
kavvalis” are cited as sources. Verse 108.4 is substantially identical 
with 31,6. It seems likely that this kafi is a later hagiographic 
elaboration from 31.6 of the familiar theme of the disparity in 
outward status between the Sayyid poet and his revered master 
from the lower-ranking Aram caste. Its genuineness is anyway 
open to question on stylistic grounds, since the dialogue format of 
108.1-3 is otherwise only shared with the spurious kafi beginning 
ishk sharhd da jhagrd paigid (Ra m a K ri s h n a 19 3 8: 65 - 6 6), w h i c h 
is referred to in n. 1 on 72. 

Sayyids arc all descended from the Prophet through his son-indaw 
AJi, the husband of his daughter Fatima. 

109 

See n. 4 on 28.2, 

See 28.7. 

See 96.5. 

no 

See 41.2. 

See 27.6, 

See 42,15, 

See 12,4. 

See 27.3, 

See 27.2 
See 41.3, 

The reference is to Shams. See 12.2. 

Husain, the grandson of the prophet Muhammad and son of Ali, is 
believed to have been attended upon as an infant by the archangel 
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Gabriel, Revered as Imam by Shia Muslims, he was martyred at 
ihe battle of Karbala in the Iraq desert in 680, when leading a 
s ma 1 1 army to challenge the authority of the Caliph Yazid, Compare 
137.12,143*20. 

1 <) Go m pare 110.3 above for the unusual double reference to a name 

within a single poem, 
it See 27.4, 

12 Lc., a lover of God, 


113 

1 The l lindu imagery of this poem is typically reinforced by a 
preponderance of Hindi vocabulary. Compare 3. 

2 The phrase sham sundar is regularly associated with Krishna, 
Compare B2, BIO. 

3 A loose bracelet may turn around and around, but it remains on 
the wrist. 

114 

1 The structure of this kafii s best understood as a kind ofghazal, 
with paired verses all having the mono rhyme -nke> Most editions 
pair the opening refrain with the following line, repeating it at the 
end to make up the requisite pairing, but the sense seems better 
served by the grouping adopted here from 114.2 onward. Compare 
t he arrangement of verses in 4. 

2 Best understood as the words people say about the poet. 

3 Literal Iy “I played aka baka? a children's game in which figures 
are made out of mud. 

4 Literally, "I perform the giddha” a folk dance in which girls clap 
and sing. 

5 11 ere to be understood as the lower self (Pers, nafs-€ ‘amniard) 
whose subjugation is a principal task of Sufi discipline. 

117 

I The meaning of the rhyme word anghatdn is uncertain both here 
and in 8.3, 
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See 3.3- 
See 36. 1* 

The Panjabi phrase sainmuklt evokes the Qur’anic verse “Wherever 
you look, there is the face of God (Ar. ivajhu 7 luh)"\ see n. 6 on 28.3. 
The mystery of the divine presence in all things is transparent to 
the Suh masters* 

The least elaborate kind of prayer. Compare 43.6, 67.3, 76.7* 

See 39.13, 

The rhyme phrase (last bam tan may represent Pers. dast-lmrti* 
“plunder” but the sense of the ha If-verse is unclear* 


118 

This fragmentary' poem is not included in the earliest editions, R 
and Q* 

See ILL 


119 

Verses 119.8 and 119*15 are omitted in F and ]. 

he*, uttering the refrain “I cannot help saying what comes onto my 

tongue*” 

Lc*, the world* 

Where Moses came before God* See n. 4 on 12.5. 

See 28*7. 

The tension between the poet’s mystical vision and the generally 
abstract expression of this poem is a remarkable feature of this 
great which is one of Bui [he Shah's most famous compositions* 

I,e.> alif which symbolizes the divine. See ILL 
In the Islamic profession of faith, wit hits celebration of Muhammad 
as the Apostle of God, See 45.2. 

See 39*13. 

I he narrow bridge that the soul must cross over after death in 
ordei to reach paradise, while avoiding falling into the torments 
of hell* Compare 126.9, S27* 
be*, the Islamic profession of faith. 


120 

The city that is the seat of royal authority in Punjab (hence called 
lakhat labor) is here celebrated as the home of Shah Inaynt* 
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Compare 121.5,121.6,123.2. 

Ran j ha’s home, from where he set out to journey to Jhang, where 
Hir lived. 


121 

1 I he folds (bitkkal) are used as a symbol of intimate closeness. 
Compare 19.4,75.7. 

2 Typical names of a Hindu and a Muslim. 

3 l.e., the divine light entered Shah Inayat. See 120.2. 

4 1 he gi eat saint Abdul Qadir Gilant (d. 1166) of Baghdad, who is 
revered as the founder of the Qadiri order. 

122 

1 1 it is long poem is unusual in its detailed references to the story 

of Hir and Ranjha. These arc less characteristic of the Sufi lyric 
i hatt of narrative treatments of the legend like the famous Hir 
h V Varis Shah, and may be insertions by later imitators. The haft 
begins with apparently disconnected laments and invocations by 
II ir (121.2-8) before relating the story of Hir’s forced marriage 
to the Kheru (121.9-14). A description of Ranjha’s initiation and 
a rrival as a yogi at Hir’s marital home (121.15-18) then leads to a 
Imal section (122.18-22) that is hardly intelligible without quite 
dose familiarity with the story as narrated by Varis Shah. When 
Ranjha comes disguised asayogi to Hir’s husband’s house, he is at 
fi rst seized and beaten by Hir’s sister-in-law Sahti. Later, however, 
Sahri, w ho herself has a secret lover, becomes complicit with the 
[overs and helps them to elope. 

1' i\ t gi vat saints who are believed collectively to possess special 
powers. Their miraculous interventions on behalf ofRanjha are a 

notable feature of Varis Shah’s Hir, where the Five Pirs (patijpir) 
are named us the legendary Khwaja Khizr, Farid Shakarganj of 
Pakputtan, Baha ud DinZakariyaofMuitanJalaludDinMakhdum 

Jahaniyan of Uch, and LalShahbazQalandarofSehwan. Compare 
1.37.17. 

3 See n. I on 23.2. 

4 I iir's father, who employs Ranjha to herd his buffaloes, and who 
I ater gets the qazi to perform Hir’s marriage to the Khera against 
her will. Compare 122.13. 

5 The popu lar title of Baha ud Din Zakariya of Multan, one of the 
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Five Firs. This invitation to visit his tomb in Multan, which Is a 
major center of pilgrimage, strikes a strange note, and the verse 
may he a later interpolation, 

6 I.e,, Ranjha, whose wretchedness is contrasted with the proud 
happiness of the Khcra bridegroom. 

7 I.e., the Khera bridegroom; compare the phrase “my Fir” in 122.16 
to indicate Ranjha, 

8 The verse describes the ritual anointing and cleansing of the 
bridegroom before the marriage ceremony. 

9 Asa menial employee of Chuchak, Ranjha had to play the drum 
(tamak) during the festivities for Hir's wedding. Compare 137.14. 

10 Tilla Jogian high up in the hills of District Jhelum was the 
headquarters of the order of Kanphat (“split-eared”) yogis, who 
were initiated by having the cartilage of their ears pierced to allow 
the insertion of a wooden ring, 

11 Presumably the name of the yogis'guru Gorakhnath, 

12 Gorakhnath, the head of the Kanphat yogis. 

13 Sahti gave Ranjha some millet as alms, but at first he angrily 
rejected this inferior grain. 

14 Sahti made it appear that Hir had been bitten by a snake so that 
Ranjha could be asked to cure her. Compare 156.5. 

123 

1 See 120,2. 

2 The rhyme word cas suggests a synonym of jfiat, “glance.” 

3 The rhyme word Ids is taken to be a variant of (ash , “corpse.” 

125 

1 His “cup” was filled with the mystical understanding that led him 
to the famous utterance lam God. See 27.5. 

2 The prophet Muhammad was given a direct experience of the 
divine on the night of his ascension to heaven. See 137.11, 

3 Perhaps an allusion to Kausar, one of the springs of paradise, but 
understood by S to mean the use of the whole well rather than the 
more modest amount of water normally used for ritual ablution 
{vuzii) before prayer, 

4 The verse describes the ritual observances of Muslim prayer, 
beginning with the muezzin's call, as a metaphor for the mystical 
experience. The preliminary formulation of righteous intent 
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ittiyyat) is followed by prostration, which is performed facingthe 
mihrabj the niche in the wall of a mosque that marks the direction 
of the Qibla. 


126 

1 The verse evokes the famous story of Buithc Shah dressing up as 
a dancing girl to win Shah Inayat’s favor. See 105.7. 

2 A legendary pair oflovcrs from royal Rajput families. Dhola is both 
the personal name of S a mini’s beloved and a word with the general 
sense of “beloved, darling/' 

3 See 119,15, 

4 See 38.1. 

5 See 94,10. 

6 The expression here refers to the first night after death. 

127 

1 The attractive bloom of the saffiower (kasumbra), Carthamus 
finetorius, looks like saffron, but it lasts for only a short time, 
li is regularly used to symbolize the transitory delights of this 
world. 

2 Literally “local headmen” (Pers. mnqaddam)* It is unclear 
w ho these four are intended to represent, although PS offers 
a Radhasoami interpretation, defining them as “mind” (manas), 
“reasoning faculty” (r/V), “intellect” (hiufhi), and “ego” (ahankar)* 

3 I.e., those who have not been seduced by worldly pleasures. 

4 Sec n. 9 on 28.4. 

128 

1 See 38.L 

2 A loose allusion to the story of Sohni. Seen. Ion 81. 

129 

I An allusion to the belief that when God was putting the souls into 
bodies, he p romised that he would come with them into the world. 

130 

1 This kafi is a close doublet of the more elaborate 131. Likefei// 29, it 

is also attributed to Shah Husain. For the variant Shah Husain text, 
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see Duudi 1990: 56-57, kdfi 88 (trans. Anwar 1966: 124), which 
has the shorter refrain chfihrt du durbar di. 

131 

1 This kdJT s rhyme -droit is shared with 130, and the refrains of 
the two poems are virtually identical. It seems likely that they are 
variants of a single original that have been separately recorded in 
R from the oral tradition. Compare the similar overlap between 
49 and 50. 

2 The word is variously spelled, as tartar at or tarmnrnt* and 
variously interpreted. 

3 As a sweeper girl of the untouchable Ch ultra caste, she is reckoned 
to be neither a Hindu nor a Muslim. 

4 Here u twice-bo rn” (dojarme) is the familiar designation ofl I Indus 
of the higher castes, while “thrice born" Urai jartm) may he 
intended to refer to Muslims, unless it is meant simply to mock 
the whole concept of multiple grades of birth. 

5 Thanks to the insight I have been given by my teacher, who is both 
Guru and Pir, all people appear equally worthy of respect. 

6 An image for the fruit of great efforts. 

132 

1 Literally ‘"studied a quarter {pa parkin ft) "explained bySas “those 

who have studied (only} a quarter |of one of the thirty sections 
(sipdrd) of the Qur’an j,” Since U 1 earned scholars (afam fdzaD" are 
praised in 132.3, the phrase must be taken to indicate those who 
have hardly learned anything about the teachings of love. 

133 

1 See 57.6. 

2 Tegh Bahadur was the ninth Guru of t he Sikhs, executed for his 
faith in Delhi in 1675 by the Mughal emperor Aurangzeb. Compare 
42,14, 

3 This mention by an eighteenth-century Muslim poet of the 
distinctive “path” [panth) of the Sikhs as distinct from both 
Muslims and Hindus is very unusual, arousing the suspicion that 
the verse may be a later interpolation. 

4 It is not clear who exactly is meant here. 
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5 See 137.11* 

135 

1 See 42,16, 

2 The “tavern” (kharalml), literally, the ruins where drinkers hang 
out, is a key term in the language of the Persian ghazah It denotes 
t be place where the followers of Sufi teachings gather, as opposed 
to the mosque where the orthodox congregate, 

136 

1 A d u m b in a n ni ay t astc t h e s w e etnes s o f raw s ug ar, b u t he can n ot 
describe it, 

2 Lc„ ii oth trig of myself is my own, since it has all been made by you. 

3 I .i.\ f my eyes have been enslaved by your eyes. 

4 That they will lose sight of you. 

5 In the language of the Persian ghazal, the “Magian elder” (Pers. 
pfr-c mughafi) is the master who runs the tavern where the lovers 
drink the wine oflove. 

6 The devotee is constant in the profession oflove, no matter what 

form the divine beloved assumes. 

7 See 63,3. 


1 In this verse Hir announces that she will put a yogi's mark (tilok) 
on her forehead and become a yogini to accompany Ranjha, who 
had become a yogi in order to win her back after her marriage. 
Compare 122. 

2 The home of Hir’s tribe, the Sials, 

3 Yogis sit in front of a bonfire (dhudn) and rub its ashes (bhabut) on 
their bodies, 

4 The women in Hir's household taunted Ranj ha with having be come 
a yogi with the purely selfish motive of using his altered appearance 
to win hack Hir, 

5 See 3-3. 

6 Where God spoke with Moses but would not let him see him. See 
n. 4 on 12.5. 

7 The Arabic word ‘abduh is used. 

H On the night of his ascension (Ar. mi’raj) to heaven the prophet 
Muhammad was brought into the divine presence, mounted on the 
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mysterious animal called Buraq, who had been led to him by the 
archangel Jihrail, According to Sufi understanding, the Prophet's 
heavenly ascension is an archetypal version oft he mystical process* 
Compare 77.9, 125,4, 133.6, S14. 

9 Hasan and Husain were the Prophet's grandsons. It was 11usain 
who suffered the agonies of thirst and died at the battle of Karbala, 
while his elder brother Hasan met his death through poison. See 
110,4,143.6. 

10 Seen. Ion 81. 

11 See 122.15, 

12 7 his is a flashback to the time before Ran] ha actually became a yogi, 
when Hir’s enforced wedding to the Kb era was carried out against 
her will by the aided by the lies told by her malevolent uncle 
Kaido. 

13 See 122,5, 

138 

1 See m 1] on 28.6. 

2 Literally, “my vessel” {kinnit). The word is here apparently chosen 
to fit the awkward rhyme with sa\ Compare 26.15. 

139 

1 Literally, “100,000 ” Le., a large reward, 

140 

1 I he higher level of awareness not only removes the distinction 
between the two banks of the riverbut also eliminates consciousness 
of the river itself and the boat used to cross it as separate entities. 

2 See 28.7. 


The phi ase evokes the story of Sassi, who woke up to find herself 
abandoned by Purmun. See 24 . 3 . 


According to Muslim tradition, wheat was the substance that God 
forbade Adam to eat, on pain of expulsion from paradise. See 10.3. 
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2 The biblical Noah, whom God instructed to build an ark to escape 
the Hood. 

3 According to Qur'an 1L43, the son of Nuh refused his father’s 
invitation to enter the ark and was consequently destroyed with 
the rest of the unbelievers. 

i See n, 4 on 12,5, 

S Mlie biblical IshmaeL According to Muslim tradition, Ismail was 
i he son whose sacrifice God demanded of his father, Ibrahim, 
f> Sec 42,15. 

Xu la ik ha first fell in love with Yusuf when she saw him In a dream. 
Yusuf was put down a well by his brothers before they sold him 
into shivery. Later, after Yusuf achieved high rank in Egypt, he 
summoned his brothers and forgave them. Sec 12,4. 

8 S ee 27.6 . 

9 See 41.2, 

in See 27.2. 

11 The grandson of the prophet Muhammad and elder brother of 
11usain, who met his death through poisoning. Compare 137.12. 

12 See 28,7. 

13 The “monk” (Ar. rdhib) here is the early Muslim ascetic Ibrahim 
ibn Adham (d. c, 782), whose spiritual guide subjected him to 
numerous tests of his ability not to lose his temper undcr extreme 
provocation. The gall bladder is believed to be the seat of anger. 

14 See 27.3, 

15 A 1 1 ou t spoken Sufi w 1 10 was martyred in D e Ihi in 1661 on the orders 
of the Mughal emperor Aurangzeb* 

16 Sec 12,2. 

17 Shaikh Sharafud Din, a Sufi saint of Panipat best known as BuAii 
Qa la lidar (d. 1324), whose austerities included a period of twelve 
years spent immersed in a river. 

18 Majnun could not bear to emerge from a well after Laila had bathed 

in it one day. He received miraculous sustenance during the year 

he spent there. See 57.6, 

19 See 122.15. 

20 When the lovers Mirzaand Sahiban eloped, they were pursued by 
Sahiban’s brothers, who killed Mtrza. 

21 Sec 24.3, 

22 See n. 1 on 81* 

2 8 Rod a was the lover of the blacksmith's daughter Jalali, with whom 
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he doped* When the lovers were captured by the blacksmith's 
kinsmen, Rotla was hacked to pieces. 

24 Apparently an allusion to the fierce battles between the Kaurovs 
and Pandavs, named in 143.14. 

25 I Ids puzzling reference is apparently to the sufferings of Imam 
Husain and his forces in the burning heat of the desert at the battle 
of Karbala, further described in 143.20 below* 

26 The rival dans whose epic struggle is the subject of the Sanskrit 
Mahahh a rata , 

27 I he biblical Nimrod. A famous hunter and wicked king of Babylon 
who persecuted Ibrahim; see 41.2. Namrud believed himself to be 
the equal of God, but died after being bitten by a mosquito* 

28 The biblical Korah,an Egyptian of immense wealth who was hostile 
to Moses and who was buried with all his treasure after his death* 

29 See 55.6* 

30 The kingdom of Ravan, which was attacked and destroyed by Ram. 

31 Harnakash (Skt* Hiranyaksha) was a king who thought himself the 
equal of God* He believed that he was invulnerable either outside 
or Inside his magnificent palace, but met his death at the palace 
gates* 

32 The wife of Ram, who was abducted by Ravan, then saved when 
Hanuman, the ally of Ram, attacked Lanka. S omits this verse, 
which overlaps with the first half of 143.17* 

33 The cow maidens who loved Krishna when he was growing up in 
Bindraban* As a child, Krishna was famous for stealing the butter 
he was so fond of. He also destroyed the evil king Kans, who had 
tried to kill him* 

34 Husain, who fought the army of the caliph Yazid at the battle of 
Karbala* See 110*4* 

35 Taken to be an allusion to the Sikhs, whose guerilla horsemen 
ultimately destroyed the Mughal authority in Panjab. 


1 See 65.7. 

A standard description of a beautiful person. Compare 12.4,154.8. 
, V* 1 divine unity, the letter alif and the numeral 1 

' Ud) have the samc f orm (1) in the Arabic script. Sec 11.1. 
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145 

This is one of Bullhe Shah's most famous hops, It is nevertheless 
one of those poems, like kafi 29, that is also attributed to Shah 
11usain. For the variant Shah Husain text, see Daudi 1990: SO, 
kdfi 127 (trans. Anwar 1966:4), which has the very similar refrain 
mdhi mdhikukdi y main ape rdnjkan hoL 

The given name of Hir's beloved, usually referred to by his tribal 
name of Ranjha. 


146 

Sec 55.8. 

The ocean {samnmiar) is here thought of as containing an infinite 
supply of fresh water. 

1 .c. f Satan. 


147 

Sec 3.3, 

The Shark Wiqdya , written in Arabic by Ubaidullah Masudi (d. 
1349), is a classic textbook oflslamtc law. 

148 

See n. 4 on 12,5, 

The words arc from the verse [wa-huwa ma'akum] aina ma 
t hunt urn] (Qur'an 57.4), “[And he is with you] wherever [you are]," 
The verse is usually cited by its first words He is withyou; see n. 12 
on 28.6. 

See 27.2. 

See 28.7. 

Those who prostrate themselves in prayer are actually identical 
with the God they worship. 

Sec 26.15, 


149 

The vocative phrase ve (tria r literally “oh my friend!” used to 
address a man, is repeated at the end of every line of this poem. 
Le., abandon any negative feeling and relax. 

The j hum bar is a round dance performed by women with joined 

hands. The verse is sometimes taken to be a direct reference to the 
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story of Bullhe Shah dancing before Shah Inayat in order to win 
his favor. See 105.7. 


150 

1 To be understood as a reference to God’s placing the soul in the 
body at the time of creation. 

2 This represents the actions (Ar. u'niul) that are the product of 
life on earth, and upon which the soul will he judged after death. 
Compare 52.15. 

5 As elsewhere, the first letter alif\\crv represents the divine unity, 
while the three following letters of the alphabet, be, fc, and sc, 
represent the apparent multiplicity of the created world. See 11.1. 

4 See 57.6. 

151 

1 The “girdle” (Pers. zunneir) is a term regularly used in the Persian 
ghazal, where it is the mark of Christians and other non-Muslim 
minorities in the Middle East. It is used here to indicate the Hindu 
sacred thread. 

2 The “idol temple” (Pers. but-khana) is another standard term in 
the language of the Persian ghazal, here used for a I lindu temple. 

3 This is an abbreviated citation of the divine Tradition (Ar. harfith 
qiidsi) addressed by God to the prophet Muhammad: laulakalmna 
khalaqtu ’ l-uflak , “If it were not for you 11 should not have created | 
the heavens.” Compare 53.2, 95.4. 

4 Just as Ranjha was despised by I Iir’s family, so too was Shah Inayat 
disparaged for being a member of the Arain caste. See 31.6. 

152 

1 rhe image of the contest (chbij) is taken from the practice of putting 

on shows of wrestling and other sports at shrines on the occasion 
of their annual festivals. It is here developed to describe what 
happens to the soul after death. 

The relentless emissaries of death are compared to tax-collectors’ 
agents. 

3 An idiom meaning to abandon pride. Compare 153.5. 

c verbs falls” (girda) suggests the fate of the wicked as they 
unsuccessfully try to cross the narrow Sirat bridge. See 119.15. 
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The phrase apna bhdndkardd is of uncertain meaning. Contrast the 
translation in PS as “who himself provides an excuse,” evidently 
understanding bhana as Pers. bahdtia . 

153 

I .e., your turban, meaning “your pride” See 152.3. 

154 

l.e., Shah Inayat. 

Shirin and Farhad are a famous pair of lovers from Persian 

romance. Farhad was a sculptor who loved the princess Shirin and 
was ordered by her to cut a canal through a mountain with his ax 
in order to bring her water. Compare 157.5. 

See 12.4. 

See 57.6. 

See n. 1 on 81. 

See 144.3. 


155 

An allusion to the story of Sohni. See n. 1 on 81. 

156 

l.e., the direction in which the beloved departed. 

An evocation of the time after Hir’s marriage when Ranjha came 
to her husband’s house as a yogi. 

Sec 28.7. 

The idiom ton loi lain literally means “has removed the 

blanket from his face.” 

Anot her reference to the story of Hir. See 122.22. 

157 

A reference to the story of Sassi, who was abandoned by her 
beloved, Punnun, while she lay asleep. See 24.3. 

Sec 12.4. 

Shapes (aunsidn) arc drawn on the ground with a rake as a means 
of foreseeing the future. 

The biblical “burning bush” on Mount Sinai in which God signaled 

his presence to Moses is alluded to in the Qur’anic verse idh rci a 
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ndran, “behold, he saw a fire ” See m 4 on 12.5. 
5 See 154.4. 


Other Poems 
A The Seven Days 

The literal meaning of the term athvdrd is “eight-day poem/ 1 
reckoned as running from Sunday to Sunday. 7'his poem, like 
others by Muslim authors, is structured so as to climax with 
Thursday (jumerdt) and Friday ijumhan). 

1 Literally, “Whose water carrier am I?” (math ids dipdnitmr). 
Compare G3L 

2 The text of this verse is uncertain. 

3 1 here is a wordplay on hudh y “awareness," and hndhvdr, 
“Wednesday/ 1 

4 When someone is possessed by the spirit of Shah Madar, a Sufi 
saint whose tomb is situated near Kanpur, music is played to make 
them dance so that the spirit may he exorcised. 

5 The verse also forms the refrain of kdft 76, which is a separate 
poem, although it is treated as a supplementary part of "The Seven 
Days” in some editions. 

B The Twelve Months 

The genre of the Bdrdh mdh describes the poet's varying 
experiences of love through the twelve months of the Indian 
calendar, which begins halfway through the months oft he CE year. 
Most examples of this genre, which was popular in most North 
Indian literatures, begin in the spring with Visakh, the first month 
of the calendar. By beginning halfway through the year in the 

autumn, Bullhe Shah's poem achieves its climax with the months 
o t ie rainy season, traditionally associated with intense feelings. 

le verses are headed with the Panjabi names of the months, with 
their CE equivalents supplied in brackets. 

epithet of Krishna, poetically used to refer to the beloved. 
Compare 113.1, BIO. 

2 Compare 74,3. 

The tribal name of Sassi’s beloved, Punnun, who was taken away 
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from her by his kinsmen while she slept. See 24,3. 

4 A reference to the story of Sohni, See n, 1 on 81. 

5 The desert where Sassi died in her desperate search for Punnun, 
See 24.3, 

6 The festival celebrated on the first day of Magh, 

7 In the spring month of Phaggan the fields are full of the yellow 
flowers of the mustard crop, 

8 The spring festival in which the participants squirt one another 
with colored dye. See45.1. 

9 Sec 93.1. 

10 See 8.3. 

11 The new year festival celebrated on the first day of the month 
Visakh, 

11! Unlike the woman without her husband! who is not wearing 
bangles as a mark of her distress* 

13 The h eaut i fill peacock is said to be grieved by the sight of its ugly 
feet. 

14 'I'he significance of this half-verse is obscure. The translation 
follows S, who understands it in the context of the following 
lines, describing how the need to pay overdue bills compounds 
the suffering induced by the burning heat of the month Jeth, But 
I connects the obscure rhyme word peth with pith, “back” and 
suggests that it means “the wind at one's back.” 

15 The coolness of the beginning of the day protddes a brief relief 
from the fierce heat of the hot season, 

16 In tiie Persian ghazal the fatal attraction of the moth to the flame 
nf the candle provides a standard image of the d es true live potter 
of love, 

17 See B2, 

18 Perhaps meaning that the messengers departed young and 
returned only when they were old and white-haired, 

19 The common hawk cuckoo, Hierococcyxvttrius* 

20 Literally, 11 songs in Rag Maihar” the musical mode associated with 
the rains. 


G The Forty Knots 

This poem is simply headed Gcutdhan (The Knots)* but it is 
organized along the same principle of numbered verses common 
to B u! lhe Shah’s other longer poems. While they all belong to well- 
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1 

2 

3 

4 

5 

6 

7 

8 

9 

10 

11 

12 


13 


14 

15 

16 

17 

18 

19 


established genres, this poem appears to be unique in its formal 
conception. Its theme of a girl preparing Jilt dowry during the 
countdown before her imminent wedding is, however, a common 
image for the necessary process of preparation for death, found 
elsewhere in Bull he Shah’s lyrics. Compare 2.3, 46,4. 

I.e., an increased fee will be paid to the servant who goes to the 
bride’s in-laws if they agree to postpone the date of the wedding. 
The medicine given to a baby immediately after birth to dear its 
mouth in preparation for suckling. 

The precise sense of the phrase jit cii ke hardi is uncertain. 

See 84,5. 

^ogis keep moving on from place to place, 

A gourd-producing plant that has yellow flowers. Their color is 
compared to the pale complexion of the girl in torment. 

T he five evil impulses of ego, pride, anger, lust, and delusion. 

1 he preparation of the bride includes anointing with oil and being 
seated on a stool by the older women of the family. 

A proverbial expression meaning “I am of no significance/’ 

A.two-piece outfit (bevar) consists of scarf and dress, while a three- 
piece outfit (ternr) comprises scarf, blouse, and trousers. 

A husband’s younger brothers (deimr): these relatives have a joking 
relationship with their sister-in-law. 

This cleanser (vatna) is a perfumed compound of meal and oil used 
asanexfoliant, which is rubbed on the body as a part of the wedding 
preparations. 

The phrase ndl dohdn de, “with the two,” is explained by S as 
^noting the P a ^ ro ^ oxt:n used to draw the bridal cart to her in laws. 
Alternatively, the reference may he to the two recording angels 

W c tnand from the soul after death an account of the deeds 
performed in this life. 


tT ' a , rge L be[lcJ a rosary that is held in the 

See BH r bSadS 3re C ° Unted b V the fingers. 


death departure of the soul from the body after 

See A3. 

outfit ' ' S C * L ” te ' nsu fficient to weave cloth for a complete 
The circumambulations of the sacred fire performed by the bridal 
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cuuple at a Hindu wedding. 

2u The word rang t “dye, color,” also has die sense of “delight” so rang 
ghar here also suggests “house of color, dyeing house ” picking up 
on rangan, “dye” in the preceding verse. Compare G39. 

21 H rides a re decorated with henna before their wedding. 

22 See G33* 

23 See 45.L 

2 i l ; rom the verse Inna /iltdhi [\rn infta ilathi rdji £ un] (Qur'an 2.156), 
“To God we belong Jand to him we return] ” 

23 The given name of Bullhe Shah. 

S The Thirty Letters 

In the long-established acrostic genre of the SIharfi f each verse 
begins with one of the letters of the Arabic alphabet proper, 
excl uding the extra letters added to write Persian or South Asian 
languages. This is immediately followed by a word starting with 
that letter, as in the opening verses of this poem: alif-aUha (SI), 
he hd/an(S2) f te-fere (S3), The twenty-eight letters 

of the Arabic alphabet are made up to thirty by the addition of a 
second a/ij 'and law (S28-S29), which together form the distinctive 
digraph hhn-alif. Whereas most examples of the genre have a 
simple succession of verses of identical length, Bullhe Shah s 
si harp unusually opens with a refrain, and the verses in their 
present form vary in length from two lines (S1-S13, S21-S23, 
to four lines (SI4-S20, S24-S29). 

1 A reference to the story of Sohni. See n. 1 on 81. 

2 Apparently meaning, I thought that dealing in a single gram o 
mustard was enough to make me an apothecary* 

3 To make them water. 

4 See 77*7. 

5 The later verses of this poem are written in praise ol the prophet 
Muhammad. Here the references are to the heavenly ascension (Ar. 
mi'raj) of the Prophet, who was guided by the archangel libml; see 
137.11. Since Jib rail had been sent by God, be is here called t e 
messenger” (Ar. qasid). On his journey, the Prophet is supposed 
to have been given an advance sight of the ring that was later to be 
displayed to him on the hand of God; see S16 below. 

6 Supposed to be the number of supplications offered by the Prop ict 

to God when lie came before him on the occasion of his ascension. 
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7 The meaning is that God was equally present in the Prophet. 

8 Or, if the word indit is not to be understood as a proper name here, 
“I have been granted grace and favor,” Compare 58.8, 

9 The “preserved tablet” (Ar. tenth mahfuz) is believed to contain t he 
divine source text of the Qur’an. Here it is more loosely understood 
to signify the universal book of fate. 

10 The opening ofthe Islamic profession of faith (Ar. laUahuilla Wth 
wa muhammadun rasulu } lldh). See 45.2. 

11 Adam s fall from paradise was redeemed by God’s appointment of 
Muhammad as his Prophet. 

12 See 39.13. 

13 See 119.15. 

14 This verse is present in F, but is omitted in S and ). The sense fits 
awkwardly, and it may have been supplied by another band in order 
to complete the acrostic sequence- 

15 Taking the reins of a visitor’s horse is a token of humble service. 


V Verses 

No edition attempts a systematic arrangement of these 
independent verses (dohre), which were first printed in Q. The 
traditional ordering of VI-V48 follows F, S, and J. Separate notes 
below describe the sources of V49-V53, which are additionally 
included in S, and the classification here of V54, which other 
editions include as a kdft. As in other collections of short verses 
of this type, the compressed expression sometimes makes for 
difficulties of understanding. 

1 This dohrd is written in Hindi rather than Panjabi, like the following 

V2 and V3, with which it forms a group. 

^ For the wordplay with kasar f «fault ” a nd kasur t “ Kasur” compare 

. cr iticism of the poet’s hometown groups this dohrd with 

the following V5. 

3 Besides its common Indian sense of "charitable foundation, 
especially for the accommodation of pilgrims,’’ the word 

mreumdld was formerly also used to mean a Sikh temple, for 

4 TV C 4 t / he _ modertl tcrm is gurdudrcL Compare V45. 

yg 1S ° ,s Mostly related in language and theme to the following 

Is dohrd forms a natural pair with the preceding V9, which 
a so egms nd khudd , “Not God.” The distinctively !lindu “holy 
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bathing place” (tirath) contrasts with the Muslim locations listed 
in V9. 

6 As often in verses of this type, the poet’s signature is superfluous 
to the meter of the first half-line, Bullhia: ghain gharurat sar sutt y 
whose proper beginning is with the acrostic u gkain is far gharurat? 

7 Migration (hijrat) is sanctioned in Islam by the example of the move 
by the prophet Muhammad and his early followers from Mecca 
to Medina in 622 CE, which marks the beginning of the Muslim 
calendar. 

8 A Muslim caste of low-grade musicians and entertainers. 

9 The expression is elliptical. The journey of love, which can be 
accomplished with the aid of a spiritual guide, is contrasted 
with the mechanical progression of the cycle of birth and death 
[aragmitt)* where no such guidance is to be found. 

10 Rope is made by beating n)unj t the fiber around the seed of the 
plant Saccharum sara, 

11 The divinely bestowed gift of mystical awareness. For it to be 
enjoyed, the mind must first be disciplined. 

12 Compare 26.3. 

13 Compare 31,4 

14 M eaning that t he im possible has come to pass. 

15 C o mpare 10 6.4, 

16 The world is conceived of as the upper-story salon where men 
gather to watch a dancing girl perform. But disgrace is the only 
product of such a life, 

17 See 11,3. 

18 There i s a long Tradition of using the dobra for riddling utterances. 

1 1 ere the literal meaning is transparent, but it is open to various 
interpretations. 

19 A tribe proverbial for their arrogance; see 86,4. The word is used 
here to denote the arrogant self whose subjugation is an essential 
part of Sufi discipline. 

20 PS interprets differently as: “O Bullah, the Lord in His temple 
asked people to render their accounts. He sent away from Him the 
pedant and the pedagogue, and beckoned the simpletons to sit by 
His side,’* 

21 The Muslim greeting al-salam ( alaik(um) is symbolic of the 
outward observances that must be transcended in the approach 
to the divine- 
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22 Thu legendary 7 corrupt inn of qazis, who are always open to a bribe 
when deciding the cases brought before them, is captured in the 
Persian proverb qdzt ha-risk vat razi, here translated as qtizi mzi 
rishvate. 

23 Because of the fee he will be given for conducting the funeral. 

24 See V6, 

25 The expression is very compressed, literally “Why my form was 
made, perhaps he may go, ‘Be quiet!” 1 

26 Not in F or J, but included in S from modern oral tradition, 

27 Not in F or J, but included in S. The verse is of doubtful authenticity', 
since the play on words between “Ram” as a I lindu name for God 
and the Muslim “Rahim” (Ar. rahim “merciful”) as an epithet 
of Allah is a commonplace of premodern north Indian religious 
poetry not otherwise found in Bullhc Shah. 

28 Printed as 38.5-6 in F and J, but also included as this independent 
dohra in S from R. 

29 See 38*1. 

30 See 106.3, 

31 Not in F or J, hut included in S from R. 

32 The standard pairing of Mecca and the Ganges as t he respective 
centers of pilgrimage for Muslims, here extended with the 
reference to Gaya as an historic place of Hindu (and earlier, 
Buddhist) pilgrimage in Bihar. 

33 Notin For J, but included in S from modern oral tradition. Again, 
this item is of doubtful authenticity. 

34 1 his short poem is absent from both R and Q. It is classed as a kdfi 
in most modern editions, but in style and form it is a diorhd, the 
extended form of the dohra that has a repeated extra half-verse, in 
this case the phrase taithoh uite, translated as “better than you/ 1 
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\nnr li.ah (‘Abdullah) name 
of the prophet Muhammad’s 
fat her; also the given 
name of Bullhc Shah. 

\ B K LAND CAIN ( Ar. Habil Qabil) 
the sons of Adam. 

\ ha m (Ar. Adam) the first 
man, expelled from paradise 
for disobedience. 
a hah (Ar. Ahad) the One, as a 
tit le of God. 

A 11 M A D (Ar. Ahmad) alternative 
name of the prophet 
Muhammad. 

ai.i (‘AIT) son-in-law of the 
prophet Muhammad, from 
whom all Sayyids claim descent. 
A rain (Araln) the caste of 
vegetable gardeners to which 
Shah Inayat belonged. 

AYUB (Aytib = Job) prophet whose 
endurance earned him the 
epithet “the patient”(Ar. §abir). 
a /. a xil (‘Azazil) a name of Satan. 
ha 11 aval (Bahaval Haq) title 
given to the Sufi saint Baha 
tid Din Zakariya of Multan. 
bayaxid (BayazTd) the early 
Sufi saint Abu Yazid Bistami. 
binoraban (Skt. Vrndavana) 
area near Mathura where 
Krishna spent his youth as 
a herdsman. 

HU RAQ(Buraq) the mysterious 
beast ridden by the Prophet 


on the night of his ascension 
into heaven. 

chuchak (Chuchak) Hir’s 
father, who engaged Ranjha as 
a herdsman. 

dhola (Dhola) name of 
Sammi’s beloved. 

DiUDO(Dhldo) thegiven 
name of Ranjha. 

EVE (Ar. Hawa) the wife of Adam. 

FARHAD (Farhad) sculptorwho 
loved the princess Shirin. 

GO Pis (Skt.,P.gopj) the cow 
maidens with whom Krishna 
played games of love. 

GORAKHNATH (Gorakhnath) the 
great yogi Gorakhnath, 
from whom Ranjha sought 
initiation as a yogi. 

HAFIZ (Ar. Hafiz) title of 
those who have memorized 
the Qur’an by heart. 

HANUMAN (Skt.,P. Hanuvant) 
the monkey king whose 
army helped Ram regain 
Sita from Ravan. 

HARNAKASH (Skt. Hiranyaksa) 
“Golden Eye,” king who thought 
himself the equal of God. 

hasan grandson of the 
prophet Muhammad who 
died from poison. 

HIR (HIr) girl of the Sial tribe 
who was the lover of Ranjha. 

hot Baloch tribe to which 
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Pun nun belonged. 

HUSAIN grandson of the prophet 
Muhammad who was killed 
at the battle of Karbala. 
IBRAHIM (Ar. Ibrahim - 
Abraham) prophet who 
was condemned by Namrud 
to be burned on a pyre. 

INAYAT (Ar. 1 indy at “favor”) 

Bull he Shah’s spiritual 
guide Shah Inayat. 

ISMAIL (Isma*3) son of I brahim, 
commanded by God to be 
offered as a sacrifice. 

JESUS (Ar. ‘Isa) the son of 
the Virgin Mariam. 

JIBRAIL (Jibrail - Gabriel) the 
greatest of the archangels. 

Junaid early Sufi saint 
ofBaghdad. 

KAABA (Ar, Ka‘ba) the shrine in 
Mecca that is the god of the hajj. 
kaidq Hir’s uncle who opposed 
her love for Ranjha, 
kans evil king who 
persecuted Krishna. 

Kanz classic textbook 
of Islamic law. 

KASUR (Qasurj hometown 
of Bui I he Shah. 

KAURAVS AND PANDA VS (P. 

Kairo Pan do) the rival clans 
of the Mahabharatha. 

KHERA (Khera) name of 
the tribe into which Hir 
was forcibly married. 

KRISHNA (R Kahn) incarnation 
of Vishnu, who grew up as 
a cowherd in Bindraban, 


KUM BH A KARAN (Ski. 
Kumbhakarna) brother 
of Ravan, 

lac in IM A N (Ski. La ks maria) 
brother of Ram. 

I .A r LA (A r. I i la) A ra b princess 
who was loved to distraction 
by Majnun. 

LANKA l lie kingdom of Ravan. 

MAJNUN (A r. nmjnft w “ madman") 
name given to the lover of Lai la. 

MANSUR (Mansur) the great Sufi 
saint Mansur al l Jallaj, who 
was martyred in Baghdad. 

MIRZA (Miiva'i) lover of Sahiban* 
who was killed by her brothers. 

mosks (Ar. Musa) prophet 
who ascended Mount Sinai in 
a vain attempt to see God. 

MUHAMMAD the 
Prophet of Islam. 

NAMRUD (Namrud Nimrod) 
wicked king of Babylon who 
tried to kill the prophet Ibrahim 

NUH (Nuh Noah) prophet who 
built the ark to save his family 
from tile flood sent by God. 

NUSHABA (Nushaba) queen 
of Azerbaijan rescued 
by Sikaiidar, 

PHARAOH (Ar. Fir 1 a mi) arrogant 
ruler of Egypt who 
persecuted Moses. 

PIR (P. Pir) Sufi spiritual guide. 

PUN nun (Pun nuh) Baloch 
prince who was loved by Sassi. 

CIAnuu (Qadirl) Sufi order 
with which Shah Inayat and 
Bull he Shah were affiliated. 
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QARUN (Qarun = Korah) 

immensely wealthy opponent 
of Moses. 

QA z i ( Ar. qa di) judge 
qualified in Islamic law. 

Qi blA the direction of Mecca, 
faced during Muslim prayers. 

QUDURI (Quduri) classic 
textbook of Islamic law. 

RAM (Skt. Rama) Hindu name 
of God, the divine hero of the 
Ra m aya n a w r h o k il 1 c d Ra v a n. 

RANJHA (Ranjha) the tribal 
name of Hir's beloved. 

RAVAN (Skt. Riivana) the ten¬ 
headed demon king of Lanka 
who abducted Ram's wife, Sit a. 

RODA(Roda) lover of the 
blackmith’s daughter Jalali. 

s a H A DEV t he youngest of the 
Pandav brothers, famous for 
his knowledge of astronomy. 

SAHIBAN {SahibanJ girl of the 
Sial tribe who was 
loved by Mirza. 

SAHTI (SahtT) Hir’s sister-in-law. 

Sam mi (Sammi) Rajput 
princess who loved Dhola. 

SAN AN (Saifan) learned 
Shaikh disgraced by his 
love for a Christian girl. 

sarmad outspoken Sufi executed 
by the emperor Aurangzeb. 

Sassi (Sassij princess of 

Bhambhore who loved Punnun, 
and who died following 
him into the desert. 

Savan (Savan) the month of the 
rainy season corresponding 


to July-August. 

SHAH (Shah) honorific title, 
placed before names of saints 
and after names of Sayyids. 

shaikh (Shaikh) title given 
to Muslim men ofleaming; 
also used by Sufis as the 
equivalent of Pin 

SHAMS Sufi saint who was hanged 
upside down and flayed alive. 

SHARAF Suh saint of Panipat best 
known as Bu Ali Qalandar. 

shirin (Shirin) Persian princess 
who was Farhad’s beloved. 

SIAL (Sial) Hir'stribe. 

SIKANDAR the great 
king Alexander. 

si RAT (Sirat) the narrow bridge 

that leads to paradise. 

SiTA (SIta) the wife of Ram. 

SOHNl(Sohm) potter’s daughter 
who crossed the river Clienab 
to see her beloved Mahinvak 

su LAI MAN (Sulaiman- Solomon) 
king with magical powers who 
was reduced to stoking a furnace. 

TAKHT HAZARA (Takht 

Hazara) Ranjha's family home. 

TEGH BAHADUR (Tegh 
Bahadur) the ninth Sikh 
Guru, executed by the 
emperor Aurangzeb. 

TURK the equivalent of “Muslim, 
as opposed to “Hindu.” 

YADAVS (Yadavs) the pastoral tribe 
with whom Krishna grew up. 
yah YA (Yahya - John the 
Baptist) son of Zakariya. 

YAZiD(YazId) caliph who 
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was responsible for the 
death of Husain. 

YUNUS (Yunus = Jonah) prophet 
who was swallowed by a large 
fish. 

yusuf (Yusuf = Joseph) prophet 
who was loved by Zulaikha. 
zakariya (Zakariya = Zechariah) 
prophet who was sawn through 
by soldiers of Herod. 
zulaika (Zulaikha = “Potiphar’s 
wife”) beautiful wife of the vizier 
of Egypt, who loved Yusuf. 
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This concordance is provided for the convenience of readers more familiar 
with the Persian script, who may wish to check the translations against the 
standard Pakistani text of the Faqir edition (F). Numbers of kafis in this 
hook, where they are arranged by first lines in Gurnuik hi alphabetical order, 
are keyed to t he corresponding numbers in F, where the poems are arranged 
in the alphabetical order of the Persian script. The endnotes to 86 and 10 S 
explain that these poems are not included in F. 
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28 

141 
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106 
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INDEX 


Abdullah, father of the 
Prophet, 73 , 3891142.2 
Abdullah, given name of 
Bullhe Shah, vii, 319 
Abdul Latif of Bhit, Shah, xiii 
Abel, 147 

Abu Jahl, 393055-4 
Adam, 17 , 71. 77, 101,1G5, 

147 ,185, 237 , 243,333, 

333, 377 n 7 .l 1 378ni0.i 
Adi Granth, x 
Afghanistan, xi 

A had, God the One, xxi-xxii, 35* 45* 
73, 75, 77, 97, 139, 247, 384028.4 
Ah mud. See under Muhammad 
Ali ibn Abi Talib, 119 , 187 , 

398 n 75 Ai 40611108.2 
Amir Khusrau, xii 
Apostle, the. See under Muhammad 
Arabia or Arabs, xxii, xxiv, 45,185 
Arabic, xi, xviii, xxi, xxxiii’xxxv; 
letters of the Arabic script, 

3780011 . 2 . 11 . 3 , 3810022 . 1 , 22 . 3 , 
38401128 . 4 , 28 . 5 , 3940058 . 3 , 58 . 4 , 

41611144 . 3 , 4iSni50-3, 423 nS; 
non-Qur T anic Arabic phrases: 
al-saldmu i ‘alaik{um), 425 nV. 2 i; 
and ahad , 384028 . 4 ; and ahmad , 

384028 . 4 ; and *arab, 384028 . 5 ; 
ana T-haqq, 3851128 . 14 ; and 
rabb , 384028 . 5 ; astaghfiru’Hah, 
402 n 90 .i; hfsmi'Udh, 390045 *!; 
ka nzan makh'fiyya n , 384028 . 8 ; 
iidha ilia Haiti wa muhammadun 
rasftlu ’lldhy 390045 . 2 ; 


Id tataharraku, 393n54-2; 
lahmaklahmi, 3981175 . 1 ; lau 
Idka , 4180151 - 3 ; laisafijubbati , 
385028 . 15 ; man 'arafa nafsaint, 
390 n 45 - 7 ; mutu qablan tamutfu 
40 0 n 77 . 12 ; qum bi-idhni , 
378nl2A;salld f lldhu, 39 m 45*95 
sithhdna 7 lain 39 ln 45 * 11 
Amins, viii, xxiii, 51 , 187 , 386031.5 
Asal, 53 

At heard (The Seven 
Days), xvii, 4 2 on A 
Attar, Persian poet, 3S9 n 4i*4 
Aynb, xxiv, 43* 75* 189 , 243, 253, 
“the patient one/’ 3831127-1 
Azar, 389041.1 
Azaz il, See it nder Satan 

Baghdad, xi, 205* 385028.14 
Bahaval Haq, 207 
Baloch, 381024*3 
B draft Aldb (The Twelve 
Months), xvii, xxxi, 42 onB 
Bareilly, 153 

Bayazid Bistami, 143 , 400078.10 
Bhambhorc, 38in24*3 
Bindraban, 73, 4i6ni43-33 
Boston (by Shaikh Saadi of 
Shiraz), I 43 , 400 n 78*5 
Brahmans, 115 ,129* 165 , 

193, 281,351*357 
Bullhe Shah: biographical details, 
vii, 187 ; dancing of, xxin-xxiv, n * 
141 , 183 ; as disciple, viii, xiii, 
xvii, xxiii-xiv, xxvii (see also 
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Inayat, Shah); Dohre of, xviii; 
Bullhe Shah (continued) 
importance or popularity of, 
vii, ix, xiv, xix; Indie or Hindu 
aspects of poetry of, xxv, xxvii, 
xxxii; interpretations of, xiv; 
Islamic or Sufi aspects of poetry 
of, xx-xxi, xxiv, xxxii; kaftan of, 
xv-xvii, xix, xxxi-xxxiii; longer 
poems of, xvii (see also Atkvdra; 
RaranMah; Candhah; Siharft)- 
name of, vii; preservation, 
printing, or transmittal of works 
of, x, xiii, xv, xviii, xxxi-xxxii; 
social critique in poetry' of, 
xx; style of, ix, xix, xxxiv 

Buraq,4i3ni37-S 

Canaan,5,375 
Chenab River, xxv, 147, 
I49,401n8i.i 
Chishti order, xii-xiv 
Chuchak, xxvi, 207,209,4ioni22.9 
Chuhra, 41211131.3 

Dajjai, 89 

Darvesh, Shah Muhammad, vii 
Delhi Sultanate, xii 
Dhido. See Ranjha 
Dhola, 217, 4imi26.2 
Dohre (Verses), xviii, 424nV 

Egypt, xxiv, 11,19,189, 263, 
3791112 . 3 , 4150143.7 
Eve, 17, 71,185, 335,378mo.2 

Farhad, 263,267,41911154.2 
Farid, Shaikh, x, xii, xv, 409ni22.2 
Five Pirs, 4090122.2 


Gabriel. See Jibrail 
G a noth a n (T h e Fo rt y 
Knots), xvii, 42U1G 
Ganges, 9,115,121,363, 

376n3.2,42611V. 3 2 
ghazis, 61, 3881138.2 
God, 13, 23, 25,39,69,139, 245, 
291,319, 321,335,343,351; 
Allah, 19,75; all-powerful or 
almighty, 7, 75, n9; Apostle 
of (see under Muhammad); 
becoming or Ians,,., xxiv, 9, 45, 
101,171,175,189, 241; blessing 
of, 79, 81; creation or creatures 
and, xxi, 119,141; desire to be 
loved of, xxi; face or hand of, 

45, 79, 127,177; glory of, 43, 79; 
fear or knowledge of, 161, 265; 
mercy, forgiveness, or grace 
of, xxiii, 51,119,161, 207, 209, 
235,329; mosques or temples 
an d, 343,357; name of, 109, 

265; no God but, 47, 79, 81,333; 
only thing is or Oneness of, 
xxi, 361; presence of, xxi-xxii, 
193; remembering, 127, 327; 
revelation of, xxii, 31; search for 
or finding, 119, 281,343; testing 
by, xxiv, 43; unity of or uniting 
w iih, 31, 77; vision of, 9,43, 

1 93, 329; will of, 49,107,301 
Gorakhnath, xxvi, 209,4100122.11 
Gulistan (by Shaikh Saadi of 
Shiraz), 143,400078.5 
Gurmukhi script, ix-x, 
xxxi-xxxiji, xxxv 

NHs, 37, 61, 73,177, 217, 

363,3881138.2 
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1 I alia j. See Mansur al-I lallaj 
I lanunmn, 247, 41611143-32 
1 himakash, 2 45, 41611143,31 
] lasan, 2 35. 243, 41411137-9 
I lerod, 3831127,2 
I lemdian, 5851127.3 
Hijri era, 3871134.5 
[ I indi, xiv; as language of 
poems on Hindu themes, 

37603.1,379ni5.1, 380n20,1, 
3061166.1,4070113*1 

11indus, ix t xiv xv, xxiv, 77; 

Muslims and or, 69, 203* 227, 
3-t7i Tlirks and or, s\n, 25, 3b 
69, 143, 1S5, 225, 379ni6.l 
I fir, vxvi xxvii, 29, 53* 139. 169, 
207, 209, 2ii t 255, 241. 24s. 

249, 263, 379012.2, 381023*2, 

387*133.3, 39511610, 409111220 
f hr thy Varis Shall), vik 
xxvi, 409m22.2 

Holi, 3911145-12 

J lot, 3811124.3 
1 I usain, Imam, 189, 

235, 247, 40611110.9, 

4140137.9, 41611143^25 
l I usain, Shah. See Shah 11 usain 

Ihrahint, xxiv, 69, 189, 

243, 38911401 

Ibrahim ibji Adham, 415043.13 
Inayat, Shah, 55, 77, 85t 101, 125, 
137* 143. 205, 257, 265, 289, 

291, 319, 387034.1; biographical 
details, viii, xxiii; clinging to, 187, 
191; comes (as), 85, 97, 215* 217, 
265, 319; dancing for, xxiii xxiv, 
u, 141, 183; delivery or saving 
by, 4 U 161, 219* 271; desire or 


love for, xxiii-xxiv, 217, 329; 
finding or discovery' of, 21, 37, 
267; guide or guidance by, viii, 
271, 327; “lord” epithet for, xvii 
xxiii, xxx iu 3, 7, 101, 161, 191* 
265, 289; in Qadiri or Shartari 
order, xiit, 167, 217; separation 
from or departure of, xxiii, 

107; sight of, 15. 215, 259, 291 
India, ix-xi 
Indus valley, xxv 
Iran, xi 

Islam, xi -xii, xiv, xxiii-xxiv', 345 
Ismail, 243 , 4i5ni43-5 

Jalali, 4i5ni43.23 
Jami, Persian poet, 393^55-8 
Jats, xxv i, 3991176.4 
Jesus, 243 
Jhang, .|09 -120.2 

Jibrail, 189. 235.4i3ni37-8.423nS. 
Joseph. See Vusut 
J unaid, Shaikh, 45* 385*128.15 

Kaaba, 183 , 217 . 22!, 343.363. 

378n8.4,405iii05.3 
Kaido, 237 . 41411137.12 
Kans, 4l6ni43.33 
Karbala, 40711110 . 9 .4H>ni43-34 
Ktmz al-Daqd 'iq (by 

Abdallah ibn Muhammad 
Nasafi). 29 . 380 n 18 . 2 
Kasur, vii-viii, xxix, xxxii, 53* 

339, 341 , 376112 . 13 , 3871134.2 
Kan ra vs, 41511143.24 
Kausar, 410m 25.3 
Kheras, xxvi, 53 , 111 , 207 . 

209, 235, 3871133-3 
Khwaja Ghulam Farid. xiv-xv 


439 


INDEX 


Krishna, xxvii* 73 . 121 , 151, l 8 l, 
199.247,386n3l.4» 3891142.4, 
3961166.1,40411104.1, 
4l6ni43.33,420nB.i 
Kumbhakaran, 376n3-4 

Lachman, 37603.4 
Lahore, vii-viii, xlii, xxlii, xxxi, 
185,203,205,211, 263 
Laila, xxiv, 105,169,177,227, 

245,257,263,394n57-5, 
404nl0l.l, 41511143.18 
Lanka, 9,31,73,245,247,376n3.4, 
380020.2,4l6nl43.32 

Madar, Shah, 275,42011A.4 
Mahabharata , 245,416(1143.26 
Mahinval, xxv, 235,4OM81.1 
Majnun, xxiv-xxv, 105,173,177, 
227,245,257,263, 394n57.5, 
403n9S-l, 404nl01.1,4150143.18 
Mansur al-Hallaj, xi, xxiv, 43,45, 
71,73, 83,101, 143, 169, 171, 

189,201,215,241,243,253, 

265,383n27.4,385028.14 
Mantiq ut Tair (by Attar), 389041.4 
Maru Thai, 38in24.3 
Mathura, 3891142.4 
Mecca, 29,31,53,61,73,177, 

217,363,38on20.2,387n33-2, 
388n38.1,405ni05.3, 

424nV.7,4260 V.32 
Medina, 425nV.7 
Mian Muhammad Bakhsh, xiv 
Mirza, 245,415ni43.20 
Moses, xvi, 21,103,185,235,243, 
379nl2.4,394nS6.l, 399n77-5, 
4080119-4,419ni57.4 
Mughals, viii, xi, 247,377n4.2 


Muhammad, vii, xi, xxi, 27,67,139, 
199, 205, 217,329.331,333,335. 
3841128.5,388039.7,400n77.lo, 
423nS.5; Ahmad, xxi-xxii, 35, 

45,77,97,109,139,383n26.l0, 
384nn28.4,28.5,387033.2; the 
Apostle, xxii, 27,45,79,101,217, 
235,331,333,337,384028.5, 
387033-2,408nii9.8; the 
Arabian, 217; light of or from, 79, 
81,171,189,4011180.2; ascension 
of, 4l3ni37.8; the Prophet, 75, 

79, 81,119,141,171,187,189,199, 
201,235, 259,315,325,327,329, 
333,337,384n28.4,403095.6 
Mufehtasar al- Qjidiiri (by 
Ahmad ibn Muhammad 
al-Quduri), 29,380m 8.2 
Multan, 207 

Murtaza, Hafiz Ghulam, vii 
Muslims, viii-ix, xi, xiv, xviii, xxiii, 
161; blue clothes of, 382025.5; 
Hindus and/or, 69,205,227, 

347; Shia and Sunni, 41,69, 

237,396n65.4,407m 10.9 

Nadaun, 185 

Nagaur, 185 

Namrud, 245 

Nanak, Guru, x 

Nizam ud Din Auliya, xii 

Nizami, Persian poet, 393nS5.7 

Nuh, 243,414M43.3 

Nushaba, 101,393n55.7 

Pakistan, ix 

Pandavs, 38on2o.2, 4160143.24 
Pandoke, vii 

Panjab, vii, 53; language or 
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literature in (see Panjabi); 
religious milieu, x, xiv; 
sociopolitical aspects or 
events, viii ix, xiii xiv, xx, 
xxxi, 387034.5* 408ni20.1 
Panjabi: Bullhe Shah’s name in 
or use of, vii, xix; Gurmukhi 
script, ix, xxxi'xxxtii, xxxv; folk 
tradition, xiv; literature, poetry, 
or poetic genres of, vti-voi, x, 
xiv xv; Persian language and, 
xii; Persian script, ix, xxxi xxxiii, 
xxxv; Sikli literature, x; Sufi or 
Muslim poetry, vii, x, xiii, xv, 
xviii; Urdu or Hindi and, xiv 
Persian: language literature, 
xi xiii, xix; script, ix, xxxi 
xxxii, 3871136.1; Persian 
poetic symbols, 375112.9, 
393053*5, 397n68.1, 

4001178.5,41300135.2,136.5, 
4181111151.1,151,2, 42111B.16 
Peshawar, 185 
Pharaoh, xvi, 103,185, 245, 

3941156.1, 399n?7'5 
Pirs, xii, 205, 207, 209, 237 
Pun nun, xxv, 37, 3811124.3* 

4140141.1, 4i9ni57.l* 420nB.3 

Qadiri order, xiii xiv, 167, 217 
Qais, 394057.5 
Qarun, 245 

Qibla, 378118.4* 4050105.3* 
4110125.4 

QuUan, xi, xxi, xxxiii-xxxiv, 29* 35* 
39* 99 , 119* 353*423oS, 9; Arabic 
phrases from Qur'anie verses: 
a in a ntd (57-4)* 4170148.2; alastu 
hi-rabhikutn Y qdlu bald shahidna 


(7.172), 384028.9; ahinsan 
(15.26), 384028.7: alldhu 1 -samad 
(112.2), 391045.14; fa , dhkurum 
(2.152), 391045.10; fa-nafakhtu 

fthi (15.29)* 384n28ao;75i~ 
thumma wajhit lldh (2.115)* 
384028.6; huwa ma 1 ahum (57-4)* 
385028.12; innd I ilia hi (2.156), 
42300.24; kullishai'itt (2.20), 
399077.9; kunfayakunu (2.117)* 
381023.1; la *ibun iva-lahwun 
(6.32), 379013-1; lantandlu 
birr a (3-92), 400077.14; nahnu 
aqrab (50.16), 384028.11; rabbi 
arim , Ian tardnf (7*143)* 379012.4; 
sibghatu 'ildhi (2.13 8), 3 91045 -13 '* 
summun bukmun *umyun (2.18), 
380017.1; iva-fianfitsikum( 5 i* 2 i), 
385028.13; ira - laqad karramnd 
(17.70), 385028.17 \yadu Ildhi 
fauqa aidihim (48.10), 397070.8, 
Vasin and Muzammih 139 

Ram, 71* 193* 205* 245* 363* 

37603.4, 4160143.30* 4260V,27 
Rdmdyana, 9, 245* 247* 37603-4 
Rang bars, 155*357,402086.3 
Ran j ha, xxvi-xxviu xxx. 23* 

29,35*61, 139*159* 169* 181, 

185, 191* 197* 203* 207* 209* 

22!, 235* 241, 245* 247* 249* 

255, 259, 379012.2, 381023.2, 
386031*4* 387033-3* 395061.2, 
3960066.1*66,5» 4090122.1 
Ravan, 376n3*4,4l6ni43*30 

Rada, 245* 4150143*30 

Rumi, Jala I ud Din, xi-xii, 

389040 . 1 * 399075 . 4 * 4040104*3 
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Saadi, Shaikh, of Shiraz, 4001178.5 
Sahadev, 3801120.2 
Sahiban, 245. 4 i 5 ni 43.20 
Sahti,4iOni22.i4 
Sammi, 217. 4 uni 26.2 
Sanaan, Shaikh, 69,189 
Sanskrit, xix 
Sarmad, 243 

Sassi, xxv, 37,245, 283,3811124.3, 
41411141.1,41911157.1,420nB.3 
Satan,195, 243, 253, 333 ; 

called Azazil, 41 
Sayyids, vii, xxiii, 187, 

386 n 3 i. 5 , 4 o 6 nio 8 .i 
Shah Husain, Sufi poet of Lahore, 
xiii, xv, xxvii, xxxi, 385029.1, 
395 n 63 .l, 4110130 .1,4160145.1 
Shaikhs, x, xii, 39,71, i 93( 227, 351 
Shams, 19,71,169,243,378ni2.i 
Sharaf ud Din, Shah, 
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